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PREFACE 


(J#N  the  construction  of  this  book  we  have  been  guided  by  several  considerations. 
2  First  of  all,  we  have  avoided  elaborate  and  difficult  music.  The  book  is  intended 
I  for  Sunday  Schools  and  social  worship,  and  we  recognized  the  fact  that  it  was  prac- 
A  tically  impossible  for  the  great  mass  of  our  Sunday  Schools  to  spend  any  consider¬ 
able  time  in  mastering  difficult  musical  compositions.  There  is  not  a  number  in 
this  book  that  may  not  be  quickly  learned,  even  by  those  without  musical  training. 

We  have  endeavored  earnestly  to  avoid  flooding  the  book  with  the  light  and  trivial 
tunes  that  have  become  of  late  so  common,  and  that  have,  in  our  judgment,  so  largely 
degraded  the  musical  taste  of  our  people,  and  have  really  injured  the  worshipful  spirit 
which  should  always  characterize  the  service  of  song.  At  the  same  time,  we  have  striven 
to  meet  the  necessarily  great  variety  of  tastes  to  be  found  in  our  congregations;  hence,  the 
book  has  in  it  a  great  deal  of  cheerful  music— music  in  which  there  is  vital  and  vigorous 
movement. 


A  leading  feature  of  this  book  is  the  presence  of  a  large  number  of  old  standard 
hymns  and  tunes.  It  is  remarkable  that  with  hundreds  of  hymns  and  tunes  from  which 
to  select,  so  few  should  be  used  by  the  average  congregation  with  any  degree  of  freedom 
or  regularity.  We  think  it  can  be  justly  claimed  that  we  have  incorporated  in  this  book 
the  very  best  of  standard  hymns,  and  we  have  been  careful  to  wed  them  to  the  tunes 
with  which  they  have  been  associated  for  many  years. 

It  has  been  a  great  pleasure  to  us  in  this  work,  to  rescue  from  threatened  oblivion 
quite  a  number  of  old  and  worshipful  tunes,  for  example,  the  old  tune  “  Approach,” 
number  159;  «  I  believe,”  170;  “  Entreaty,”  208 ;  «  Carroll,”  180;  “ Melody,”  1 75  ; 
“Come,  Ye  Sinners,”  194;  «  I  Will  Arise,”  221,  and  “  How  Firm  a  Foundation,”  200 
These  and  other  tunes  that  might  be  mentioned  have  many  hallowed  associations  and  it 
would  be  a  pity  for  them  to  disappear.  Besides,  we  have  used  quite  a  number  of  the  old 
secular  melodies  that  seem  to  fitly  interpret  the  sacred  words  which  we  have  set  to  them 
In  addition  to  these  features,  the  book  has  many  new  and  meritorious  pieces.  Some  of 
these  have  never  appeared  before  in  any  publication.  In  making  up  our  selections  we* 
have  had  access  to  the  catalogue  of  copyrights  owned  by  the  R.  M.  McIntosh  Co  of 
Atlanta,  Ga.— a  catalogue  singularly  full  and  valuable.  Besides,  we  are  indebted  to  a 
great  many  musical  publishers  all  over  the  country  for  permission  to  usq  their  copyrighted 
numbers.  We  cannot  make  detailed  acknowledgment  here,  but  we  do  in  a  General 
way,  express  our  gratitude  for  their  kindness. 

We  are  sure  that  the  mechanical  features  of  the  book  will  please  our  friends  The 
paper  is  good,  the  musical  and  letter-press  types  are  clear  and  distinct,  the  binding  is 
durable  and  the  price  is  certainly  remarkable.  We  send  the  book  forth  with  the  earnest 
prayer  that  it  may  be  useful  m  deepening  the  interest  and  promoting  the  value  of  the 
service  of  song  in  all  the  churches  that  may  adopt  it. 


Richmond,  Va.,  March  20,  1896. 


R.  H.  PITT, 
GEO.  A.  MINOR. 
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WALK  IN  THE  LIGHT. 


Rev.  Elisha  A.  Hoffman.  George  A.  Minob. 


1.  Walk,  my  brotta-er,  in  the  light,  Keep  your  soul-robes  pure  and  white, 

2.  Walk-ing  dai  -  ly  in  the  light,  All  the  way  shall  grow  more  bright ; 

3.  Fol  -  low  Je  -  sns  •  in  the  light ;  Where  he  walks  there  is  no  night ; 

4.  Walk  in  fel- low- ship  of  love  Till  you  reach  the  home  a-bove; 


Spot- less,  stainless,  free  from  sin,  In  the  blood  of  Je-sus  clean. 
God  his  wealth  of  love  will  pour  On  your  spir  -  it  more  and  more. 
All  is  per-  feet,  bliss-  fnl  day  ;  Heaven’s  glo  -  ry  floods  the  way. 
They  who  fol-  low  '  in  the  light  Shall  with  Je  - 


; 


■ 


11 


1 


10  ALL  TO  CHRIST  I  OWE. 

Mrs.  Elvina  M.  Hall.  John  T.  Gkape,  by  per. 


1.  I  hear  the  Sav-  iour  say,  Thy  strength  in-deed  is  small ; 

2.  Ixirt^  now  in-  deed  I  find  Thy  pow’r  and  thine  a  -  lone, 

3.  For  noth  -  ing  good  have  I  Where-by  thy  grace  to  claim — 

4.  When  from  my  dy  -  ing  bed  My  ran- somed  soul  shall  rise, 

6.  And  when  be-  fore  the  throne  I  stand  in  him  com-  plete, 


15 


Again  We’ll  Never  Pass  This  Way.— Concluded. 


Go  ye  forth,  I  will  be  with  you  in  -  ter  -  ced-  ing,  (in  -  t 

May  be  wait  -  ing  nearyourpath-way,  O,  so  wea-ry;  (0,  £ 

WhiletheMas-ter  On  your- self  may  be  re  -  ly-ing,  (be  i 

|   VP  QcAiT 

er-ced-ing,) 
io  wea-ry;) 
•e- ly-ing,) 

':r% . H ~=p 

rn 

1 

•  T»-»  | 

COME  IN  AND  ABIDE, 


13  OUR  BATTLE  SONG. 


G.  A.  M.  Geo.  A.  Minor. 


1.  We  are  marching  on,  In  a  mighty  throng,  With  the  Saviour  as  our  King  ; 

2.  This  shall  be  our  song,  As  we  march  along,  In  the  arm-  y  of  our  King ; 

3.  Come  and  join  our  band,  Marching  to  that  land,  For  we  shall  not  fight  in  vain ; 


Cho.— 2.  This  shall  be  oursong,  etc. 
Cho. — 3.  Come  and  join  our  band,  etc. 


Trying  hard  to  win  Precioussouls  from  sin, We  will  fight  and  work  and  sing. 
He  will  pardon  all,  Both  thegreat  and  small, Who  to  him  their  sins  will  bring. 
Over  death  and  sin  We  are  bound  to  win,  For  the  Saviour  lives  a-  gain. 


i 


! 
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THE  ANGEL’S  SONG.-Concluded. 


Repbain. 


*J~*  7  v  y  > 

1/  t  t  I 

Glo  -  ry  to  God ! 

Glo  -  ry  to  God  ! 

Glo  -  ry 

to  God  in  the 

^  >  1 

r:r- 

^  3g  g  3g 

iii^ 

16  GO  WASH  IN  THE  BLOOD. 

J.  H.  Martin.  B.  M.  McIntosh. 


A — .g-— «j— 


1.  Have  yon  looked  to  Je-sus  for  his  heal- ing  grace?  Have  you 

2.  Have  you  fled  to  Je  -  bus  from  the  wrath  to  come?  Have  you 

3.  Have  you  come  to  Je  -  sus  for  re  -  lief  and  rest?  Do  you 


gone  to  the  Lord  for  .. 
Bought  the  for-give-ness  of 


^  V 

i?  Are  you  long  -  ing, thirsting  ti 
ness  oi  sm  i  Are  you  toil  -  ing,  striv-ing  for  a 

■  cy  and  love?  Are  you  hum  -  hly  lean-ing  on  the 


hold  his  face?  Do  you  want  to  be  spot -less  and  pure? 

heav’n  -  ly  home?  Do  you  wish  life  and  glo  -  ry  to  win? 

Sav  -  iour’s  breast  ?  Are  you  seek  -  ing  a  king  -  dom  a  -  bove? 


heal  -  ing  blood,  That  v 
Eefbain. 

y-y-H. - *-y  fr- 

Go  and  wash  in  the  blood  That  was  shed  by  the  cru-ei-fied  One , 

Go  and  wash  in  the  blood 

_ 
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BLOOD  OF  THE  LAMB) 


Knowles  Shaw. 


J.  H.  Roseobans,  by  per. 


1.  I  am  sin  -ful,  and  to  thee,  Lord,  in  an- guish  I  would  flee, 

2.  Blind  and  lost,  I  call  for  aid:  Let  thy  hand  on  me  be  laid— 

3.  Cleanse  me  in  thy  pre  -cious  blood,  Lore’s  pure, crim-son,stream-ing  flood; 


BLOOD  OF  THE  LAMB!-Concluded. 


1 8  WOODWORTH.  L.  M. 


Charlotte  Elliott.  Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 


And  that  thou  bid’st  me  come  to  thee,  O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come! 

To  thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot,  O  Lamb  ofGod,  I  come,  I  come! 

With  fears  within,  and  foes  without —  O  Lamb  ofGod,  I  come,  I  come! 
Be-cause  thy  projn-ise  I  believe —  O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come! 

Now  to  be  thine,  yea,  thine  alone,  O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come! 


26 


21  BRINGING  IN  THE  SHEAVES. 


Knowles  Shaw.  Geo.  A.  Minor,  by  per. 


1.  Sow-ing  in  the  morn  -  ing,  sow  -  ing  seeds  of  kind  -  ness, 

2.  Sow  -  ing  in  the  sun  -  shine,  sow  -  iDg  in  the  shad  -  ows, 

3.  Go  -  ing  forth  with  weep  -  ing,  sow  -  ing  for  the  Mas  -  ter, 


"V  /  V  $  1  i  ✓  ✓  /  $ 


Weshall  come,  re-joic- ing,  Bringing  in  thesbeaves, 

Weshallcome,re-joic  -  -  (Omit.)  -  ing, Bringing  in  the  sheaves. 


22  CLEAVE  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 


23  CALLING  THEE  AWAY. 

Margaret  Moody.  W.  A.  Ogden,  by  per. 


1.  Be  -  yond  the  cares  of  life  and  bit  -  ter  pain, 

2.  Be  -  yond  the  fad  -  ing  van  -  i  -  ties  of  life,  Be  - 

A.  Be  -  yond  is  life  and  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  joy,  Be  - 


yond  the  thought  of  wealth  orearthly  gain,  A  voice  is  call  -  imr 
yond  therealms  of  pass-ionand  of  strife,  Thatvoice  is  call  -  inf’ 
yond,  wherenaughtof  e  -  vil  can  an-noy,  ’  The  Cd  now  c“"s  the* 


rail- ingthee  to-day,  From  sin  aTd  death  to  quick-  ly  flee  a  - 
call-mgthee  to- day,  From  all  un-rieht-eous-iuS  d  w!  7’ 

by  hisbless-ed  word;  O  seek  him  whilehis  lov-  ing  voice  is  "hS 

JS.  1  1 


24  BLESSED  DAY  OF  REST. 

Rev.  J.  H.  Martin,  I).  D.  R.  M.  McIntosh. 


1.  ’Tis  the  bless- ed  day  of  rest,  By  the  Lord  kind-ly  giv’n.  And  we 

2.  Hail  the  bless- ed  Sab-bath  rest,  With  its  scenes  tranquil, sweet, When  in 

3.  ’Tis  a  jew  -  el  fair  and  bright,  Joy-ful  time,  sa-  cred  rest  ;.’Tis  an 


rr= 


of  heav’n,  Day  fair-est  and  best ;  If  we  keep  it  to  the 


come,  And  thro’  Je  -  sus  draw  near,  What  a  joy  to  his  chil-  dren 
bend,  With  con  -  fes  -  ion  of  sin,  Heav’nly  peace  fills  the  bo-som, 
Lord,  And  his  bless-  ing  we  seek,  We  shall  prize  it  as  gold-en, 

.  j  j  _  - 


D.S. — What  a  joy  to  his  chil- dren, 


,  ,  Fine.  Refrain.  ,  ,  D.S.  to 

au..  J  j i  a-AiA  l.> 

In  his  courts  to 

ap-pear.  T 

Flows  a  riv  -  er 

with-  in.  Blessed  day  of  rest,  Blessed  day  of  rest, 

As  the  gem  of 

the  week,  j 

j  |  _  1  -fg- 

,  In  his  house  they 

are  blest. 

(I 


J 


■ 


COME  UNTO  ME. 


FREE  WATERS. 


27 


Mrs.  M.  B.  C.  Slade. 


A.  B.  Everett. 


1/  1/  'z 

1.  There’s  a  fountain  free, ’tis  for  you  and  me:  Let  us  haste,  O,  haste  to  its  brink; 

2.  There’s  a  li  vingstream.with  acrystal  gleam:  From  the  throne  of  life  nowitflows; 

3.  There’s  a  liy-ing  well  and  its  wa-ters  swell,  And  e  -  ter-rial  life  they  can  give; 

4.  There’s  a  rock  that’s  cleft  and  no  soul  is  left,  That  may  not  its  pure  waters  share; 


’Tis  the  fount  of  love  from  the  Source  above,  And  he  bids  us  all  free  -  ly  drink. 
While  the  wa-ters  roll  let  the  wea-rysonl  Hear  thecall  that  forth  freely  goes. 
And  we  joy-  ful  sing,ev-er  spring, O, spring,  As  we  haste  to  drink  and  to  live. 
’Tis  for  you  and  me, and  its  stream  Isee:  Let  us  lias-ten  joy-ful  -  ly  there. 


Chords. 


Will  you  come  to  the  fountain  free  ?  Will  you  come  ?  ’tis  for  you  and  me; 

Will  yon  come,  Will  you  come, 


Thirst-y  soul,  hear  the  welcome  call: ’Tis  a  fountain  o-pen’d  for  all. 
Thirsty  soul, 

By  per.  The  8.  M.  Mclntesh  Co.,  owners  of  the  Copyright. 
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28  THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  HIS  BLOOD. 

C.  W.  Rat.  R.  M.  McIntosh,  Mus.  Doc. 

g| 

.  In  Jo  -  sas  I  have  found,  A  balm  for  ev  • ’ry  wound; Washed  in  the 
!.  In  Je  -  bus  I  am  blest, My  wea  -  ry  son!  has  rest,  Washed  in  the 
I.  Be-neath  the  cleansing  tide, From  my  Redeemer’s  side,  Washed  in  tho 


Washedinthefonntainof  Ins  blood,  Washed  in  the  precious  cleansing  flood; 

of  his  blood,  cleansing  flood , 


35 


36 


WHATSOEVER  SEED  YOU  SOW.-Concluded. 


30  LORD,  BLESS  OUR  SCHOOL  TO-DAY. 

G.  A.  M.  Geo.  A.  Minor. 


1.  Lord,  bless  our  school  to-  day  ;  Bless  us  to  -  day  ;  We  come  to 

2.  Lord,  bless  our  school  to- day;  Bless  us  to-day;  Teach  us  just 

3.  Lord,  bless  our  school  to-  day  ;  Bless  us  to  -  day  ;  Bless  when  we 


tf  i 

With  longing  hearts  that  burn  Jhy  blessed  truths  to  learn.  Bless  us  to-  day 
Spring  up, and  sure-ly  grow  And  blessings  rich  bestow.  Bless  us  to  -  day 
Each  offering  that  webring,  Bless  us  in  ev-’ry thing.  Bless  us  to  -  day 


32 


FOOTSTEPS  OF  JESUS. 


Mrs.  M.  B.  C.  Slade. 


A.  B.  Everett. 


1.  Sweet- ly,  Lord, have  we  heard  thee  call  -  ing,  Come,  fol  -  low  me! 

2.  Tho’  they  lead  o’er  the  cold  dark  mountains,  Seek  -  ing  his  sheep; 

3.  If  they  lead  through  the  tern- pie  ho  -  ly,  Preach- ing  the  word; 


pg 


4  Though,  dear  Lord,  in  thy  pathway 

We  follow  thee;  [keeping, 

Through  the  gloom  of  that  place  of 
Gethsemane  !— Cho.  [weeping, 

5  If  thy  way  and  its  sorrows  bearing, 

We  go  again, 

Up  the  slope  of  the  hill-side, bearing 
Our  cross  of  pain. — Cho. 


6  By  and  by,  through  theshining  portals. 

Turning  oar  feet, 

We  shall  walk  with  the  glad  immortals, 
Heaven’s  golden  streets. — Cho. 

7  Then  at  last  when  on  high  he  sees  us, 

Our  journey  done, 

We  will  rest  where  the  steps  of  Jesus 
End  at  his  throne. — Cho. 


the  Copyright. 

39 
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MOMENT  BY  MOMENT. 


tr-3r-Sr:2- 

10-  merit,  moment  by  mo-ment,  The  Saviour  ia  mine, 
10-  ment,  moment  by  mo-ment,  I’m  trust-ing  in  thee, 
10-  ment,  moment  by  mo-ment.  He  keeps  me  from  sin , 
10- ment,  moment  by  mo-ment.  He  pur- ri  -  fies  me, 

10-  ment,  just  in  a  mo-ment,  The  trumpet  will  sound, 


ic-  ti-  fies  whol  -  ly,  and  fills  me  with  glo-ry , 
dearSaviour  in  tnee ;  I'm  sweetly  con  -  fid  -  ing,  and  in  the  Rock  hiding; 
all  ho  -  ly  with-  in  ;  By  faith  I  am  find-  ing,  each  moment  I’m  finding 
hepu-ri-fies  me;  Yes,  moment  by  moment,  yes, moment  by  mo-ment, 
the  trumpet  will  sound,  And  I  will  be  caught  up,  yes,  I  will  be  caught  up ; 


1 1  f  j»  ?  b  ?tp^=f=l 

V  .  ltEFBAIN. 


9  -5-  -5-  -S^jl  4IU3-V  -J-  -5-  tr  1^5-  '  *  i 

A-bid-ing  in  him  the  true  liv  ing  Vine.  \ 

This  moment  I’m  dwelling,  yes,  dwelling  in  thee. ) 

That  Je- sus,  my  Sav  -  iour,  saves  from  all  sin.  j  The  blood  isnow  cleansing, 
The  fire  of  his  love  is  burn-ing  in  me.  \ 

For  elo-rv  I’m  bound,  for  glo-ry  I’m  bound./ 


GO  BANISH  THE  NIGHT. 

E.  M.  McTntomt  Mrs.  Doc. 

-  f  t 

1.  Go,  ye  Chil-  dren  oflight.  Go  and  ban  -  ish  the  night,  Go  as 
°  “**  - iU-  '  o  wide,  Bid  the 


60  BANISH  THE  NIGHT -Concluded. 


deem  -  er  shall  reign,  And  the  wand  -  ’ring  are  brought  to  the  fold. 


36  ZION.  8s,  7s  &  4s. 

Thomas  Keixt.  L.  Mason. 


2  Has  thy  night  been  long  and  mournful, 
All  thy  friends  unfaithful  proved  ? 
Have  thy  foes  been  proud  and  scornful, 
15y  thy  sighs  and  tears  unmoved  ? 

Cease  thy  mourning, 

Zion  still  is  well  beloved. 


3  God,  thy  God,  will  now  restore  thee ! 
He  himself  appears  thy  friend  : 

All  thy  foes  shall  flee  before  thee, 

Here  their  boasts  and  triumphs  end: 

Great  deliverance, 

Zion’s  King  vouchsafes  to  send. 


43 


38 


KEEP  AND  GUIDE  ME. 


S.  P.  Creastngkr,  by  per. 


m 


,  .N  ' 


/  '■/ 

1.  Keep  me,  O  Fa  -  ther,  Bring  me  safe.-  ly  to  thy  fold 

2.  Keep  me,  O  Fa  -  ther,  Lest  *in  sin  -  fill  paths  I  roam 

3.  Keep  me,  O  Fa  -  ther,  Till  my  earth  -  ly  toils  shall  end 


Gird 


and  guide  me,  Till  my  Sav-iour  I  be  -  hold, 

and  guide  me,  Safe  -  ly  to  my  heav  -  ’nly  home, 

and  guide  me,  Till  he  -  fore  thy  throne  I  bend. 


HEAR  HIM  CALLING. 


40  I  LOVE  TO  TELL  THE  STORY. 


Kate  Hankey. 

Wm.  G.  Fischer,  by  per. 

j  .  ...  .  i . 

1.  I  love  to  tell  the  Bto  -  ry  Of  on-seen  things  a  bove,  Of  Je  -  sos 

2.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry;Morewonder-ful  it  seems  Than  all  the 

3.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry;’Tis  pleasant  to  repeat.  What  seems,  each 

4.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry;  For  those  who  know  it  bestSeem  hnn-ger- 

 »  -j— »  »  4.  «  ,»  .  g-T>- 

u  i  t  i  j* — ■  ri  u .  iu-Fp-— -5- 
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v\)  L  i  jLJ .A  L \zA* 

and  his  glo- 
gold  -  en  fan-e 
time  I  tell  i 
ing  and  thirst 

ry,  Of  Je  -  sos  and  his  love.  I  love  to  tell  the 

:ies  Of  all  oar  gold-en  dreams.  I  love  to  tell  the 

it,  More  won- der -fol- ]y  sweet.  I  love  to  tell  the 

ing  To  hear  it  like  the  rest.  Andwhen,  in  scenes  of 

s’-  *  m  -M _ 
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IF  WE  SEND  NOT  THE  LIGHT.-Concluded. 


42  CAST  THY  BREAD  UPON  THE  WATERS. 


49 


GLORY  TO  GOD  IN  THE  HIGHEST !— Concluded. 


J-4 


j— -js.^-te-1— --4- 


r 

estl  Glo-ry  to  God  in  the  high-  eat !  Glo-ry,  glo-Ty, 


glo-ry,  glo-'ry, Glo-ry  he  to  God  on  high!  God  on  high! 

ff  J,  „  &  i  ^  WfJ 


44 


WAHONOWIN.  4s  &  6s. 


E.  M.  McIntosh. 


: 


51 


52 


Copyright.  ] 


53 


M 


R.  M.  McIntosh. 


1.  In  the  des-ert,days  of  old,  When  they  call’d  forgems  and  gold, 

2.  Then  the  worn- cn  that  were -wise,  Spun  of  blue  and  pur  -  pledyes; 

3.  Might- y  rul  -  erscame  andgave  Shin  -  ing  gems  whereon  to  grave 

4.  Thus  the  work  of  God’scommand,  By  his  ho  -  ly  prophet’s  hand, 


-  cred  of  -  fer-ing,  On  -  ly  he  whosespir-itstirr’d, 

And  the  call  was  heard  by  them.  But  by  will  -  ing  hands,  a-lone, 

All  the  names  of  Is  -  ra  -  el;  But  their  wtZZ-  ing  hands,  alone, 

Was  in  sa  -  cred  ser  -  vice  wrought.  But  the  best  and  bless- ed  part, 


Will  r  ing  heart-  cd,  at  the  word, MTght  a  gift  or  treas  -  nre  bring. 
'Might  thebroid-’ry  work  be  done,  Of  tlje  sa  -  cred  ves  -  ture  hem. 
By  the  pre  cious  o  -  nyx-stone,Mighttheneed-ful  treas -ure  swell. 
Was  theglad  and  will-ing  heart, That  his  lov  -  ing  chil  -  dren brought. 

4  r  — -—p* — . — . — -L-U 


FREE  GIVING.— Concluded. 


48 


HARWELL  8s  &  7s.  Double. 


Benj.  Fbancis. 


S  :Tr<  p 

Praise  the  Sav  -  iour, all  ye  na-tions,  Praise  him,  all  . 
. -  -  cla-  ma-  tions,  His  Bi-vine,  v 


ye  hosts  a-  hove ;  1 

_ 7 _  vie  -  to-rious  love ;  i 

D.C.— Be ’’my  all'  to  him  de- vo  -  ted,’  To  my  Lord  my  all  I  r— 


-  f  Praise  the  Sav -iour, a 
•  \  Shout,  with  joy  -  ful  a 

DiC.— "  - "  “  v; 

2- {  Were  ten  thous-and  worlds  my  manor,  All  were  noth-ing  to  his  word:] 
D.  d—  Let  his  friends, of  ev-’ry  sta  -  tion,  Glad  -  ly  join  to  spread  his  fame. 


^  ill 

D.O. 


Be  hiskingdomnowpromoted,  Letthe  earthher  monarchknow. 
Be  his  king  -  dom  now  promot-ed, Let  the  earth  her  monarch  know. 

While  the  heralds  of  sal  -  vation  His  abounding grace  proclaim, 

Whiletheher  -  aids  of  sal  -  vation  His  abound  -  ing  grace  proclaim, 

-f  ..V...  JJ/J= 


SO  “I  WILL  UPHOLD  THEE.” 

Mrs.  Lou  la  K.  Rogers.  R.  M.  McIntosh. 

1.  O  prom-  ise  sweet!  he  lead-  eth  me  O’er  wa  -  ters  wild  and  deep; 

2.  Some-times  he  leads  o’«?  mountain  height,  Or  val  -  leys  dark  and  drear; 

3.  Some-times  he  leads  by  wa  -  ters  still,  Where  all  is  peace  and  love; 

4.  It  mat- ters  not  if  shad-ows  lie'  Up-  on  my  path- way  here, 

5.  O  glo-rious  Light!  I’ll  fol  -  low  thee  Wherev  -  er  thou  may’stshine; 


I  will  not  fear  the  rag  -  ing  sea  If  he  my  soul  doth  keep. 

Yet  worn  and  wea-  ry  ’in  the  night,  His  bless-ed  voice  I  hear! 
And  qui  -  et  joys  my  bos-om  fill  Like  that  sweet  rest  a  -  bove. 

A  gold-  en  light  il-lumes  my  sky,  If  on  -  ly  God  is  near! 

At  home,  a-  broad,  on  land  or  sea  No  oth-  er  joy  is  mine. 


•  i  m 


IS  MY  NAME  WRITTEN  THERE? 


Mra.  Mart  A.  Kiddeb. 


Frank  M.  Davis,  by  per. 


1.  Lord,  I  care  not  for  rich  -  es,  Neith-  er  sU  -  ver  nor  gold, 

2.  Lord,  my  sins,  they  are  ma  -  ny,  'Like  the  sands  of  the  sea,’ 

rvu  |  With  its  man-sions  of  light. 


I  ■would  makesure  of  heav-en,  I  would  en  -  ter  the  fold. 

But  thy  blood, oh,  my  Sav-iour!  Is  suf  -  fi  -  cient  for  me; 

With  its  glo-ri-fied  be-ings,  In  pure  gar  -  meats  of  white; 

^:.f  , 


In  the  book  of  thy  king-  dom,  With  its  pa  -  ges  so  fair, 
For  thy  prom  -  ise  is  writ  -  ten  In  bright  let  -  ters  that  glow, 
Where  no  e  -  vil  thing  com  -  eth,  To  de-spoil  what  is  fair; 


Tell  me,  Je  -  sns,  my  Sav  -  iour,  Is  my  name  writ  -  ten  there  ? 
“Though yoursins  be  as  scar  -  let,  I  will  make  them  like  snow.” 
Where  the  an  -  gels  are  watch  -  ing,  Yes,  my  name’swrit  -  ten  there. 


54  I  KNOW  I  SHALL  WANT  TO  BE  THERE. 

Carra  E.  Breck.  Geo,  A.  Minor. 


1.  When  Je  -  sus  hislovedones  is  bring  -  ing  To  the  home  he  has 

2.  When  Je  -  sus  shall  shine  in  his  glo  -  ry —  And  the  ran-somed  his 

3.  When  the  feet  of  the  ransomed  are  go  -  ing  In  streets  that  are 


Je-sus  and  all  the  brightan-gels,  I  know  I  shall  want  to  be  there. 


O,  guide.  .  .  .  me  Heav-en-ly  Fa  -  ther!  O,  guide.  .  .  me 
O,  guide  me, guide  me  Hea  v-en  -  ly  Fa  -  ther!  O,  guide  me, guide  me 


—  ■■■*,-« 


0,  GUIDE  ME— Concluded. 


56  GREGORY.  C.  P.  M. 

Charles  Wesley.  L.  C.  Everett. 


1  Come  on,  my  partners  in  distress,  My  comradesthro’  the  wil-der-ness, 

2.  Be  -  yond  the  boundsof  timeand  space  Look  forward  to  that  heav’nly  place, 

3.  Who  suf  -  fer  with  our  Mas-ter  here,  We  shall  be  -  fore  his  face  ap  pear, 

4.  Thrice bless-ed,bliss-in-spir-ing  hope!  It  lifts  the  faint  ing  spir-its  up, 


And  look  be  yond  this  vale  of  tears  To  that  ce  -  les  -  tial  hill. 

And  force  your  pas- sage  to  the  skies,  And  scale  the  mount  of  God. 

And  all  that  to  the  end  en-dure  The  cross,  shall  wear  the  crown. 

And  you  and  I  as  -  cend  at  last,  Tri  -  umph-ant  with  our  Head. 


I  WANT  TO  BE  A  WORKER.-Concluded. 


DUNCAN.  S.M. 


-4- 


E.  M.  McIntosh. 


y  •  f  •* 

1.  Sow  in  the  morn  thy  seed,  At  eve  hold  not  thy  hand  ;  To 

2.  Thou  k'now’st  not  which  shall  thrive,  The  late  or  ear  -  ]y  sown;Grace 

3.  And  du-ly  shall  ap- pear,  In  ver-dure,beau-  ty,  strength,  The 

4.  Tben,whenthefin-al  end,  The  day  of  God  is  come,  The 


w 


4— 


M 
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doubt  and  fear  give  thou  no  heed — Broad-cast  it  o’er 
keeps  the  pre-oious  germ  a  -  live,  Whenand  wher-ev  -  er  strown; 

ten-der  blade,  the  stalk, the  ear,  And  the  full  com  at  length, 

an-  gel  reap  -  ers  shall  de-scend,  And heav’n sing,  “Harvest  home! 


THE  REAPING  TIME  IS  COMING, 


L.  E.  Jones. 


John  R.  Rrya 


1.  There  arc  days  of  toil  in  the  sow-  ing  time, There  is  need  to 

2.  There  are  wea  -  ry  hours  when  the  seed  is  sown,  And  the  weeds  spring 

3.  There  are  bit  -  ter  tears  o’er  this  fall- ing  grain.There  are  p’-ay’rs  that 

4.  O  the  reap  -  ing  time  it  must  sure  -  ly  come,  For  the  Mas  -  ter’s 


work  and  pray,  There  are  fields  to  scat  -  ter  with  pre-cions  seed,  Ere  the 
up  so  first,  There  are  days  when  bar  -  ren  the  field  ap  -  pears  ;  Yet  the 
soon  may  grow;  Yet  the  meas- ure  that  the  soil  it  will  yield, Aught  but 
word  is  giv’n,  That- the  grain  from  seed  that  the  faith- ful  sow,  Shall  be 

'  j»-  >-  I*-  T  ~  ' 


61 


Mattie  M.  Boteleb. 


WON’T  YOU  COME? 


R.  M.  McIntosh,  Mus.  Doc. 

=5NliE  '  '  “ 


1.  Do  you  think  when  you  turn  from  your  Sav  -  iour,  How  lit -tie  he 

2.  Do  you  thiDk  when  you  turn  from  your  Sav  -  iour,  How  he  grieves  o’ervour 

3.  Do  youthinkwhenyou  turn  from  your  Sav  -  iour, How  he  poured  out  his 

4.  Do  youthink  when  you  turn  from  your  Sav  -  iour,  Let  me  ask,  have  you 


asks  you  to  do?  Just  to  come  and  con-fess  and  o-  bey  him, 
hard  -  ness  and  sin,  How  long  at  your  heart  he’s  been  knock-inn 
life-  blood  for  you?  O,  sto  -  ry  most  won-drous  and  touch-  ing, 
count -ed  the  cost?  Tho’  you  gain  all  of  earth’s  fieet-ing  treas  -  ure 


At  -ter  all  he  hasgiv-eu  to  you.  Won’t  you  Come?  Won’t  - 
And  yet  you  will  not  let  him  in  ? 

And  you  know  that  the  sto  -  ry  is  true! 

If  your  soul  iu  the  end  should  be  lost!  Won’tyoucome? 


62  THE  SWEETEST  SONG. 


W.  H.  Luckenbach.  J.  H.  K uezeken abe,  by  per. 


72 


73 


THE  LORD  IS  MERCIFUL-Concluded. 


68  CLAY  STREET.  C.  M. 


^  75 


69  THE  KINGDOM  TO  COME. 


THE  KINGDOM  TO  COME.-Concluded, 


70  ALL  THE  WAY. 

Elisha  A.  Hoffman.  Arranged. 


1.  I  can  hear  mySav-iour  call-ing, 

2.  Tho’  the  way  be  dark  anddrear-y, 

3.  Je-susf,  ev  -  er  go  be-fore  me, 

4.  Thro’ the  val-  ley  safe  -  ly  lead  me, 

5.  In  tbyheart’saf-fec-tionholdme. 


-  v  | 

CHO. — I  will  take  my  cross  and  fol-li 


In  the  tend’restac-cents  calling; 
Tho’ my  feet  be  worn  and  wea-ry, 
Shin-ing  heaven’ssnnlighto’er  me, 
Heav’nly  man-nadai-ly  feed  me; 
In  thy  arms  of  love  en- fold  me, 


£  'it 

1  Take  thy  cross,  and  daily  fol  -  low  me.  ’ 
As  I  fol-low,  fol-low  all  the  way. 

As  ,1  fol  low,  fol-low  all  the  way. 

As  I  fol-low,  fol-low  all  the  way. 

As  I  fol-low,  fol-low  all  the  way. 


On  my  ear  these  words  are  falling, 
Y et  my  heart  keeps  bright  and  cheery , 
And  when  weak,  by  grace  restore  me 
Ev-’ry  hour,  dear  Lord,  I  need  thee 
And  with  thineowngraceupholdme 


imitiii 


Hi 


'v  $  /  ?  ^ 

I’ll  go  with  him.,  with  him  all  the  way. 


77 


72  HARWELL  8s&7s.  Double. 

D.  March.  ^  L.  Mason^ 

1  f  Hark!  the  voice  of  Je-  bus  cry- ing,  "Who  will  go  and  work  to-day 
\  Fields  are  white,  the  harvest  wait-ing,  Who  will  bear  the  sheaves  away  ?  J 
D.C.  Who  will  An  -  swer, gladly  say  -  ing,  “Here  am  I,  sendme,sendme.” 


Loud  and  long  the  Mas- ter  calleth, 
Loud  and  long 


Rich  reward  he  of-fers  free; 
Rich  reward 


2  If- you  cannot  cross  the  ocean 
And  the  heathen  lands  explore, 
You  can  find  the  heathen  nearer, 
You  can  help  them  at  your  door  ; 
If  you  canliot  speak  like  angels, 

If  you  cannot  preach  like  Paul, 
You  can  tell  the  love  of  Jesus, 

You  can  say  he  died  for  all. 


1  While  the  souls  of  men  are  dying, 
And  the  Master  calls  for  you. 

Let  none  hear  you  idly  saying, 
“There  is  nothing  I  can  do !  ” 
Gladly  take  the  task  he  gives  you, 
Let  his  work  your  pleasure  be; 
Answer  quickly  when  he  calleth, 

•  “Here  am  I,  send  me,  send  me.” 


73'  DEATH  IS  ONLY  A  DREAM. 


DEATH  IS  ONLY  A  DREAM.— Concluded. 


74 


ENEE.  8s  &  7s.  Double. 


W.  B.  COIXYHB. 


|  ~  ’  > 

_  f  Think,  O  ye  whofond-ly  lan-gnish  O’er  the  grave  of  those youlove,  1 

1-  \  While  your  bo  soms  throb  -with  anguish,  They  are  safe  in  heaven  above;  J 
J>  C  — Glo-ry ’s  brightest  beams  are  playing  Bound  the  happy  Christian’s  head. 

/Light  and  peace  at  once  de-  riv-ing  From  the  hand  of  God  most  high,  \ 

2-  i  fn  his  glo  -  rions  presence  liv-iug,  They  shall  nev  -  er,  nev-  er  die.  / 
D.  0.— Pain, and  death, and  night,and  anguish,  En-ter  not  the  world  a-  bove. 


While  yoursi  -  lent  steps  are  straying  Lonely  thro’  night’s  deep’ning  shade, 
Cease, then, mourner, cease  to  lan-gnish,  O’er  the  grave  of  those  you  love: 


75  SOMETHING  JESUS  GAVE  ME. 

Gbace  W.  Hinsdale.  W.  A.  Ogden,  by  per. 

Effective  as  a  Solo. 


SOMETHING  JESUS  GAVE  ME.-Concluded. 


To  have  .  .  to  bear .  .  In  meekness,  and  in  prayer. 
To  have  to  bear 


76  LABAN.  S.  M. 

Geobge  Heatjt.  Dr.  Lowell  Mason. 


MEET  ME  THERE. 


77 


H.  E.  Blaie. 


Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


1.  On  the  hap  -  py  gold  -  en  shore,  Where  the  faith  -  ful  part  no  more, 

2.  Here  our  fond  -  est  hopes  are  vaiu,  Dear  -  est  links  are  rent  in  twain  ; 

3.  Where  the  harps  of  an  -  gels  ring,  And  the  blest  for  -  ev  -  er  sin", 

■m-,  . .  ..  .  . 


When  the  storms  of  life  are  o’er,  Meet  me  there.  Where  the 

.  But  in  heav’n  no  throb  of  pain,  .  Meet  me  there.  By  the 

In  the  pal  -  ace  of  the  King,  Meet  me  there.  Where  in 


84 
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78  EARLY.  C.  M. 


79  THE  KINGDOM  COMING. 

Mrs.  M.  B.  C.  Slade.  K.  M.  McIntosh. 


I  1/ 

1.  From  all  the  dark  pla  -  ces  Of  earth’s  hea-then  ra  -  ces,  0, 

2.  The  sun -light  is  glan- cing  O’er  ar  -  mies  ad  -  vane  -  ing  To 

3.  With  shout -ing  and  sing  -  ing,  And  ju  -  bi-lant  ring  -  ing,  Their 


p  *  •  *  ^  iT  '  *  ■  t  rr~ 
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1  oiicm-vvvo  xij  i  mo  voice  01  bui  -  va 

j  con-quer  the  king-doms  of  sin;  Our  Lord  shall  pos  -  sesi 

1  arms  of  re  -  bell  -  ion  cast  down.  At  ln*t  .  Jrv  n» 

s  them,  His 
_  tion  The 
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THE  KINGDOM  COMING.-Concluded. 


80  WATCHMAN,  TELL  US.  7s.  Double. 


John  Bowring. 


.  Watclin 
!.  Watchman,  tell 
Watchman,  tell 


i  of  the  night.  What  ita  signs  of  prom-ise  are. 
i  of  the  night;  High-er  yet  thatstar  as-cends. 
i  of  the  night,  For  the  morn-ingseems  to  dawn. 


,  ,  7; - r 

Trav-’ler,  o’er  yon  mountain’s  height,  See  that  glo  -  ry  heam-ing  star. 
Trav-’ler,  bless-  ed-nessand  light,  Peace  and  truth,  its  coursepor-tends. 
Trav-’ler,  dark-ness  takes  its  flight.  Doubt  and  ter  -  rorare  with-drawn. 


Watchman,  does  its  beauteous  ray  Aughtof  hope  or  joy  fore -tell? 
Watchman,  will  its  beams  a  -  lone  Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth? 
Watchman,  let  thy  waud’ringscease;  Hie  thee  to  thy  qui-  et  home. 


V  I  "  I  '  1/ 

Trav-’ler,  yes;  itbringsthe  day,  Prom-ised  day  of  Is  -  r; 
Trav-’ler,  a  -  ges  are  its  own;  See!  it  bursts  o’er  all  the  earth. 

Trav-’ler,  lo!  the  Prince  of  peace,  Lo!  the  Son  of  God 


87 


8!  WHY  STAND  YE  HERE  IDLE? 


E.  E.  Latta.  Jno.  E.  Bkyant. 


WHY  STAND  YE  HERE  IDLE? — Concluded. 


-U 
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Why  stand* ye  here  i  -  die,  The  whole  of  the  day? 

£  :  -  m  m  ‘  m  *  ■ 
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LIGHT  AFTER-  DARKNESS.  • 

|  Comes  the  glad  reaping,  Best  aft;  -  er  la-hor,  Sweet  rest  at  last. 
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85  TO  THAT  CITY  WILL  YOU  GO? 


Mrs.  M.  B.  C.  Slade.  A.  B.  Everett. 


N  |S  N  , 
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1.  Where  the  jas-per  wallsare  beaming,  Where  the  pearly  por-talsare  glow-ing  ; 

2.  O-  pen  are  theshin-ingpor-  tals,  Shut  by  night  or  day  aretheynev-  er, 

3.  In  that  m'a-nymansioned  dwelling,  Je-  sus.oneforyou  is  pre-par-  ing ; 

4.  Thereshall  be  nodaysde-clin- ing,  Tho’  no  sun  normoon  light  the  heaven ; 

1 !/  y — »— 1 — y— ^+{ 
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Where  the  golden  street  is  gleaming,  Where  the  crystal  wa-.ters  are  flow-  ing  : — 
With  the  glo-  ri-  fled  im-mor-  tals,  Will  yondwell  within  themfor  -  ev  -  er? 
Where  ho-  san-nasgladareswelling,  Willyoucometheirjoysweetlyshar  -  ing? 
From  amidst  the  throne  is  shin -ing,  Glo -ry  from  the  Lord  free  ly  giv  en. 


f 
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NOT  FAR  FROM  THE  KINGDOM. 


*•  Not  far>  not  far  from  the  king-  dom,  Yet  in  the  shad -ow  of  sin; 

2.  Not  far,  not  far  from  the  gate-  way,  Where  voic-es  whisper  and  wait- 

3.  They  catch  the  strains  of  the  mu  -  sic,  That  floats  so  sweet-ly  a  -  long-’ 

4.  They’re  in  the  dark  and  the  dan  -  ger;  They’re  in  thenightandthe  cold’ 


I  H 

How  ma- ny  are  com-ingand  go  -  ingl  Howfew  are  en-ter-ing  in'  ' 
But  fear-ing  to  on- ter  in  bold  -  ly,  They  lin  -  ger  still  at  the  gate! 
Tho  knowing  thesongtheyaresing-ing,  Yet  join  -  ing  not  in  the  song. 
The’  he  is  now long-ing to  lead  them  So  kind -ly  in  -  to  the  fold. 

LA 


Refrain. 


HE  AROSE. 


88 


Geo.  C.  Hugo. 


I  1.  Low- ly  entombed  he  lay,  My  bless- ed  Sav- iour;  Wait-ing  the 

I  2.  Vain- ly  they  watch  hin8, now,  My  bless- ed  Sav- iour;  Sure -ly  he’ll 

I  3.  Bursting  the  seal,  he  rose,  My  bless- ed  Sav- iour;  Seat-t’ring  his 


Chobus.  faster.  k 

*  w  r  i 

I  promised  day,  My  precious  Lord.  1  Up  from  the  tomb  he  a 

keep  his  vow,  My  precious  Lord.  >■ 
arm  -  ed  foes,  My  precious  Lord.  J 

he  a-rose! 
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And  in  tri  -  nmph,  vanquish’d  all  his  foes, 

a" 


vie- tor  o’er  the  realms  of  night;  And  he  reigns  for-ev-  er  with  his  saints  in  light, 
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‘  Sunlight  in  Sacred  Song. ' 


89  HE  WILL  MENTION  THEM  NO  MORE. 


F.  E.  Bei.dex. 


F.  E.  Belden,  by  per. 


1.  He  will  mention  them  no  more  for-ev-er,  They  are  all  tak-en  a  -  v 

2.  Long  I  tried  my  i-dol  sins  to  cher-ish;  They  are  all  tak-en  a 

3.  On  the  bot-tom  of  the  sea  they’re  ly  ing,  They  a,i 

4.  Once  the'  ‘carnal  mind’  ’  was  all  my  pleasure,  It  n 

5.  l)ouht  can  never  stay  where  Faith  issinging,  “They  at 


e  all  tak-en 
i  all  tak-en  a 
e  all  tak-en  a 


¥ 


He  the  braz-en  bands  of  sin  did  sev-er,  They  are  all  tak-en  a  -  way. 
When  my  heart  decreed  that  they  must  perish,  Theywereall  tak-ena-way. 
Now  I  wor-sliip  Him, myself  de- ny-ing,  They  are  all  tak-ena-way. 
Now  the  word  of  God  is  my  chief  treasure,  Love’s  de-light  is  to  o  -  bey. 
•  ‘Praise  the  Lord’  ’  ishappy  xestfrom  clinging;  Troubled  soul,  try  iteach  day. 


They  are  all  tak-en  a  -  way,  They  are  all  tak-en  a  -  way;  He  will 


£E=fi§ 
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mention  them  do  more  for-ev-er,  Praise  the  Lord!singitallday(Hal-le-lujah!) 
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UNSEARCHABLE  RICHES. 


Fanny  J.  Cbosby. 


John  R.  Sweney,  by  per. 


1  O  the  unsearchable  rich-es  of  Christ! — Wealth thatcan  never  be  told  ;— - 

2  O  the  unsearchable  rich-es  of  Christ,  Whoshalltheirgreatnessde  dare? 

3  O  the  unsearchable  riches  of  Christ,  Free-ly,  how  free- ly  they  flow; 

4  O  the  unsearchable  rich-es  of  Christ!  Who  would  notglad-ly  en  -  dure 


Rich-es  ex-hanstless  ef  mer-cy  and  grace,  Precious, more  precious  than  gold ! 
Jewels  whose  lustre  our  lives  may  a-dorn,  Pearlsthat  the  poorest  may  wear. 
Making  the  souls  of  the  faithful  and  true,  Hap-py  where-ev  -  er  they  go. 
Tri-als,  af-flic-tion,and  cros-ses  on  earth,  Rich-es  like  these  to  se  -  cure! 


D.S.—0  the  un-search-a-ble  rich-es  of  Christ!  Precious, more  precious  than  gold. 
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91  REALMS  OF  THE  BLEST. 

Elizabeth  Mills.  Arr.  from  Woodbury,  by  H.  R.  Christie. 


1.  We  speak  of  the  realmsof  the  blest,  That  conn-try  so  bright  and  so  fair; 

2.  We  speak  of  its  pathways  of  gold,  Of  its  walls  decked  with  jewels  so  rare, 

3.  We  speak  of  its  freedom  from  sin,  From  sor-row,  temp- ta-tion  and  care, 

4.  We  speak  of  ita  ser-vice  of  love.  The  lobeswhichtheglo-ri-fiedwear. 


Refrain. 


!93 


THE  PLACE  PREPARED. 


Mrs.  M.  B.  C.  Slade. 


1.  There’3  a  beau  •  ti  -  ful  place,  for  you  and  for  me,  We  home-less  shall 

2.  And  I  need  nofc  look  off,  to  find  the  dear  place,  O’er  Jordans1  dark 

3.  I  shall  en— ter  his  house,  and  find  him  I  know,  In  do  -  ing  the 


, - -j  man-sionpre-pared  by  Je  -  sus  I  see,  And 

roll-ing  a  -  way;  For  he  call-eth  me  nigh, and  shows  me  his  face,  And 
will  of  his  word,  la  my  hea-ven  -ly  home  be  gun  here  be-low.  I’ll 

L 


95  WALKING  IN  THE  KING’S  HIGHWAY. 

Mrs.  Grace  Weiser  Davis.  -  chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


-  -  _  *  »  '  -Z- — ..  ^  m  -  _  ^ 

hap  -  py  ev  -  'ry  day,  I  am  hap  -  py  all  the  way, 

oft  seem  in  the  way — Straight  a- head  I  keep,  and  pray, 

joice  e’en  when  I’m  sad,  For  his  prom-  ise  makes  me  clad , 

-.F  Vi-  1 _ T  cc... V  -  5  •  .l  . _ -  P  ’ 


walking  in  the  King’shighway ;  Things  may  seem  all  right  or  wrong, — 
walking  in  the  King’s  highway ;  Then  a  vie  -  to  -  ry  is  gained, 
walking  in  the  King’s  highway ;  For  each  wound  I  have  a  balm,— 
walking  in  the  King’s  highway ;  J esus  comes  and  walks  with  m 


Trusting  still,  I  march  a-long*,  Since  I’m  walking  in  the  King’s  highway. 
For  I  find  the  lions  chained,  Since  I’m  walking  in  the  King’s  highway. 
In  the  fight  I  wear  a  palm,  Since  I’m  walking  in  the  King’s  highway. 
More  in  him  each  day  ^  see,  Since  I’m  walking  in  the  King’s  highway. 


Walking  in  the  King’s  highway !  I  am  walking 

high-way ! 

_ !  _  “  - - 


•97  TURNED  AWAY  FROM  THE  BEAUTIFUL  GATE. 

D.  E.  Doktch.  IX  E.  Dortch,  by  per. 


1.  Someone  will  knock  at  the  saints  bright  home, AndheartheLordsaying, “Toil 

2.  Some  one  will  hear  the  an  -  gel’ssong, And  wish  hecould join  withthe, 

3.  Some  one  will  stand  with^an  ach  -  ing  heart,  While  Je-sns  pro-noun-ces  the 

4.  Some  one  will  lin  -  ger  with  tear  -  fill  eyes,  While  Christandhispeople  as  - 

5.  Some  one  will  go  in  -  to  dark  -  ness  drear,  Far  off  from  the  Saviour  and 

6.  Some  one  will  en  -  ter  the  door  of  hell,  And  hear  the  sad  wail-ings  no 


can  -  not  come;’’ With  sadness  he’ll  mourn  o’er  his  sor  - 
hap  -  py  throng  With  sighing  he’ll  mourn  o’er  his  sor  - 
word,“de-  part;”  With groanings he’ll  mourn  o’er  his  sor  - 
cend  the  skies;  With  weeping  he’ll  mourn  o’er  his  sor  - 
all  that’s  dear;  With  anguish  he’ll  mourn  o’er  his  sor  - 
tongue  can  tell  With  hor  -  ror*  he’ll 

.--f-  ---f- 


99  WHERE  THE  LIVING  WATERS  FLOW. 

Words  arr.  _  Edwakd  E.  Nickerson. 


1.  Rest  to  the  wea- ry  soul  Audach  -  ingbreast  is  giv’n,  Down  where  the 

2.  For  thee, my  soul,  for  thee  These  priceless  joys  were  bought,  Down  where  the 

3.  Come,  with  the  ransomU  train,  The  Saviour’s  praises  sing,  Down  where  the 

4.  And  soon,  be-fore  his  face,  Wd’ll  praise  in  light  a-bove,  Down  where  the 


liv-ing  waters  flow;  Grace  makes  the  wounded  whole,  Love  fills  our  heart  with  heav’n, 
liv-ing  waters  flow;  Thine  is  the  mer-cy  free,ThatChristtoearthhasbrought, 
liv-ing  waters  flow;  Rejoice!  the  Lamb  wasslain,  A-dore !  he  reigusa  King, 
liv-ing  waters  flow;  Triumphant  thro’  his  grace, Made  perfect  by  his  love, 


>  V  '/ 

Refrain. 
r..|- N 


Downwherethelivingwatersflow.Downwherethelivingwatersflow,  .  .  . 

living  waters  flow, 
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Down  where  the  tree  of  life  doth  grow,  I’m  liv  -  ing  in  the  light,  for 


101  WE  HAVE  AN  ANCHOR, 

Priscilla  J.  Owens.  W.  J.  Kirkpatrick,  by  per. 


1  'Will  your  an  -  chor  hold  in  the  storms  of  life,  When  the  clouds  un- 

2  It  is  safe  -  ly  moored, ’twill  the  storm  withstand,  For  ’tis  well  SO¬ 
S’  It  will  firm  -  ly  hold  in  thestraits  of  fear.  When  the  breakers  nave 

4  It  will  sure -ly  hold  it*  the  floods  of  death,  When  the  wa  -  ters 

s’ When  our  eyes  be  -  hold  thro’ the  gath-’ring  night,  The  cit-  y  of 


fold  with  their  wings  of  strife?  When  the  strong  tides  lift  and  the  c 
cured  by  the  Saviour’s  hand,  And  the.  ca-  blespass’dfromhisheart.  to  mine, 
told  the  reef  is  near,  Tho’  the  tem-pest  rave  and  the  wild  winds  blow, 
cold  chill  our  lat  -  est  breath,  On  the  ris-ing  tide  it  can  nev- er  fail, 
gold,  our  har- bor  bright,  We  shall  an- chor  fast  by  the  heav’nly  shore, 

<*•-  T— fr 
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WE  HAVE  AN  ANCHOR —Concluded. 


104 


WHEN  HE  SHALL  APPEAR. 


Mrs.  Loitla  K.  Rogers. 


E.  M.  McIntosh. 


1.  No  one  can  tell  ■when  the Sav-iour  shall  come, Wheth -er  in  day,  or  in 

2.  O,  I)les8  -  edhope,  that,  hath  lift  -  ed  the  weak,  And  thrilled  withrap  -  tare  the 

3.  E  -  ven  to  me  this  sweetprom-ise  i3  giv’n!  That  X  may  shine  in  tho 

4.  O,  let  us  strive,  then,  to  work  with  a  will,  Soon  he  will  come  and  hia 


uf 

105  HOLY  NIGHT! 


Arr.  by  R.  M.  McIntosh. 


j ^  t 

1. 

2. 
3. 

Ho  - 
Ho  - 
Ho  - 

nf 
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ly  night !  peace  -  fill  night !  All  is  dark, 

ly  night !  peace  -  ful  night !  On  -  ly  for 

ly  night !  peace  -  ful  night !  Child  of  heav’n ! 
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106  THE  HALF  HAS  NEVER  BEEN  TOLD. 


107  STEPPING  IN  THE  LIGHT. 

L.  H.  Edmunds.  W.  J.  Kirkpatrick,  by  pi 

,  ^  , ^ |N  I 


H- 

1.  Try-ing  to  walk  in  the  steps  of  theSav- ionr,  Try-ing  to 

2.  Press-  ing  more  close-  ly  to  him  who  is  lead-  ing.  When  we  are 

3.  Walk-ing  in  foot-steps  of  gen  -  tie  for-bear-anee,  Foot-steps  of 

4.  Try -ing  to  walk  in  the  steps  of  theSav- ionr,  Up-  ward, still 


*-  -j*- 
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fol  -  low  oar  Sav  -  ionr  and  King;  Shap  -  ing 
tempt -ed  to  turn  from  the  way;  Trust  -  ing 
faith  -  ful  -ness,mer  -  cy,  and  love,  Look  -  ing 
up  -  ward  we’ll  fol  -  low  our  Guide,  When  we  i 

-m- 

our  lives  by  his 
the  arm  that  is 
to  him  for  the 
shall  see  him,  “the 

_  -e-  -r-  *- 
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bless- ed  ex- am -pie,  Hap-py,  howhap-py,  the  songs  that  we  bring, 
strong  to  de-fend  us,  Hap-py,  howhap-py,  our  prais  -  es  each  day. 
grace  free  -  ly  pro-mised, Hap-py,  howhap-py,  our  jour  -  ney  a  -  hove. 
King  in  his  beau- ty,”  Hap-py,  howhap-py,  our  place  at  his  side. 

5=R==aHfc«s=*_*Vf  *  »  r.J  .—----i 

Chorus.  * 
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How  beau-ti  -  fill  to  walk  in  the  steps  of  the 
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the  light ;  How 
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STEPPING  IN  THE  LIGHT. 


Concluded, 


beau-ti-ful  to  walk  in  thesteps 
.  m.  .0 

108  SCHUMANN.  S.  M. 

Isaac  Watts.  L.  C.  Everett. 


I  I  -H 

want  be  -  side, 
va  -  -  tion  flows, 
ho  -  -  ly  name, 
with  me  there, 


or.  The  R.  M.  McIntosh  Co 


What  can  I  want  be  -  side? 

And  *  full  sal  -  va  -  tion  flows. 

For  his  most  ho  -  ly  name. 

My  Shep-  herd’s  with  me  there. 


THE  OPEN  DOOR— Concluded. 


in,  come  in;  I  will  en  -  ter  the  o  -  pen  door. 


110  TAKE  ME  AS  I  AM. 

Eliza  H.  Hamilton.  R.  M.  McIntosh. 
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PRESSING  ON, 


Geo.  A.  Minor. 


Rev.  R.  H.  Pitt,  D.D. 


=sfe=3= 
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1.  We  arepress-iug  on- ward  for  the  promised  prize,  For  the  crown  of 

2.  Quick-en  ev  -  ’ry  foot-  step,  brighten  ev  -  ’ry  eye;  Though  the  path  he 

3.  On-  ward, ye  whoservehim, hear  his  lov  -  ing  voice;Thoughor~’ 

f-  It  _ 

' 


ir  hearts  now 
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glo  -  ry  far  be-yond  the  skies;  Je  -  sus  will  be-stow  it.  when  our 
thorn  -  y,  it  as-cends  on  high;  With  our  faith  un-flag-ging, and  our 
fai  -  ter,  they  shall  yet  re  -  ioice  In  the  bless- ed  pres-ence  of  our 

!  !  I  ft  fc  ft  fc  ft  fe  ft  fe 


— W: — V 

— j a 


D.S. — There,  all  troub-le  end  -  ed,and  all 
Fine. 


— • — • - l  w.  - ' — — 
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tasks  are  done, — When  the  bat- tie’s  o  -  ver, and  the  vie- t’ry  won. 
hope  all  bright.  For- ward  we  are  press-ing,  to  the  land  of  light, 
Sav  -  iour-King;  We  shall  stand  to-geth  -  er,  and  his  prais-es  sing. 


112 


THE  LAST  HOPE. 


Rev.  M.  B.  Wharton,  D.D. 


Arranged  by  Geo.  A.  Minor. 


1/ ' — V  I  I 

1.  ’Tis  thy  last  hope,  O  sin  -  ner 

2.  O,  why  wilt  thou  lin  -  ger, 

3.  Then  come  to  the  Sav  -iour 

»- r*j  J^? 


By  Sa  -  tan  en-  slaved, 

Thy  Lord  to  re  -  ceive  ? 
Who  lov  -  ing  -  ly  calls, 


ic  -  cept  the  Re  -  deem. 
Why  long  -  er  con  -  tin  ■ 
Ere  the  hand  of  his  jus- 


lieve  and  he  saved. 
Spir  -  it  to  grieve? 
pun  -  ish-  ment  falls ; 


If  this  boon  he  re  -  ject  -  ed,  No  ref  -  uge 

That  Spir  -  it  re  -  sist  -  ed  Will  take  his 

Ac  -  cept  his  sal  -  va  -  tion,  Hum-bly  how 


nigh, 

flight, 

V.  Sh^J 


113  PRECIOUS  WORDS. 


Kefbain. 
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Flow  -ing  through  val  -  lays  af  bean  -  ty.  j 

Drink  of  the  boun  •  ti  -  ful  riv  -  er.  V  Pre-cions  for  -  ev  -  er  to 
Long-  ing  for  no  bright  to  -  mor  -  row.  ) 


va-tion  far  o  -  ver  the  sea,  Heal-ing  the  hearts  that  are  brok-en! 

■  1  ” 
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115  I’LL  GO. 

Mrs.  M.  B.  C.  Slade.  R.  M.  McTntosh,  Mus.  Doc. 


1.  I’vestray’dtill  late,  the  night  is  fall  -  ing,  X  long  a  -  gain  t 

2.  I’m  lost  up  •  on  the  lone  -  ly  mount-ains,  Where  thorns  be  -  set  my 

3.  My  soul  is  faint,  my  spir  -  it  weep- ing,  In  want  of  food  that 


m 


m 


*  -s-  i* 

find  my  home;  A  voice  I  hear,  so  kind  -  ly  call -ing;  “My 
wea-  ry  way ;  A  -  far  I  hear  the  tune  -  ful  fount-ains,  That 
once  was  free,  My  Fa- ther’s  house  is  sure  -  ly  keep -ing,  The 
- -I - -| - - i 


wand’ringchild,comehome  !come  home !’’ 1  I’ll  go,  I’ll  go! 

liispeace-  ful  pas-  tn resplay.  V 

1  of  Life,  e-noughfor  me.  J  I’ll  go,  I’ll  go! 

i  *  -  -r  -g 
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"With  my  tears  of  sor  -  rowswell-  ing,  All  my  sin  and  weak-nes 

iiii3=g=g=g^3piiii^3i^=p* 


tell-ing,  To  my  Fath-er’s  far -olf  dwelling,  I’ll  go,  .  .  .  I’ll  go! 

I’ll  go, 


116  SOMETHING  FOR  CHILDREN  TO  DO. 


J.  I).  K.  Sleight.  .  Geo.  A.  Minor. 


1.  There  is  something  at  all  times  for  chil-  dren  to  do,  As  they 

2.  There  are  les-sous  to  learn  of  the  wis-  dom  of  God,  That  are 

3.  There  are  er- rands  of  love  for  the  lit  -  tie  ones  here,  To  the 

4.  Then  as  -  sist  ns,  dear  Sav-iour,  onr  mis-sion  to  fill,  As  we 


117  STORY  OF  THE  CROSS. 

Rev.  W.  P.  Rivers.  R.  M.  McIntosh. 


Sav-iour’s  pain  and  shame  Of  the  cross!  (of  the  cross!)  For  his 

mer  -  cy,  grace  and  peace,  Of  the  cross!  (of  the  cross!)  For  its 


Saviour’s  grief  and  woe,  How  his  blood  did  free  -  ly  flow,  Till  the 

name  must  be  our  plea,  For  sal  -  va-  tion  full  and  free,  And  in 

glo  -  ry  gilds  the  way,  And  it  hath  im-  mor  -  tal  ray,  And  we’ll 


r  '  '  '  '  '  '  y  y  j 
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ly  flow,  Till  tl 
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be 
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AFTER. 


AFTER— Concluded. 


BECKONING  HANDS -Concluded. 


hands .  Call  -  ing  the  dear  oi 

beck-on-ing  hands, 

*  -W-  •  -J- 

aes  to  heav  -  en  -  ly  lands. 
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122  L.  M.  Timothy  Dwight. 

1 .  While  life  prolongs  its  precious  light, 

Mercy  is  found,  and  peace  is  given  ; 

But  soon,  ah  soon,  approaching  night 
Shall  blot  out  every  hope  of  heaven. 

2.  While  God  invites,  how  blest  the  day ! 

How  sweet  the  gospel’s  charming  sound  1 
Come,  sinners,  haste,  O  haste  away, 

While  yet  a  pard’ning  God  is  found. 

3.  Soon,  borne  on  time’s  most  rapid  wing, 

Shall  death  command  you  to  the  grave, 
Before  his  bar  your  spirits  bring, 

And  none  be  found  to  hear  or  save. 

4.  In  that  lone  land  of  deep  despair 

No  Sabbath’s  heavenly  light  shall  rise, 
No  God  regard  your  bitter  prayer, 

No  Saviour  call  you  to  the  skies. 

129 


golden  light. 


Geo.  A.  Minor. 


123 


1  There’s  a  bright  and  Gold-en  Light,  That  is  shin- mg  o 

2  ’Tis  the  light  that  led  me  up,  From  the  darkness  of  my  am 

o'  ’Tis  the  light  that  guides  me  on,  O’er  the  rug- ged  paths  of  life, 

jfS  we  trust  the  Saviour’s  voice,  And  o  -  bey  his  blest  command, 


And  it  com-  eth  from  '  a  -  bove ;  ’Tis  the  precious  light  of  truth, 

To  the  glo-  rious  light  of  day;  -Tis  the  light  that  fills  my  soul, 

Un  the  wea  -  ry  hills  of  time  ;  Thro’  the  troub-les  and  the  care, 

Se  will  guide  us  home  a  -  bove ;  There  the  Gold-en  Light  will  shine, 

I  i  -  ->•  *  AJ_ 


D.S. — And  bright-en  up  the  way, 
w  k  .  ,  Fine. 


That  will  lead  to  end-  less  day  ;  ’Tis  the  light  of  a  Saviour’s  love. 
And  makes  peace  and  joy  within  ;  From  this  light  I  shall  nev  -  er  stray. 
Thro’  the  conflict  and  the  strife,  This  light  shall  be  ev  -  er  mine. 
Ev  -  er  in  that  hap- py  land;  It  will  be  his  own  pre- cions  love. 


That  will  lead  to  end- le'ss  day,  With  the  light' of  .  a  Saviour’s  love. 

.  D.8. 

Chorus. 


Shine  on  us  from  a  -  bove, 

I  * 


III 

Golden  light,  shine  on,  shine  on,  shine  on 
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SINGING  FOR  JESUS. 


Miss  F.  R.  Havebgal. 


Geo.  A.  Minor. 


’  *  *  "  ! - :  *  -g  '  8  :  S' 

1.  Sing  -  ing  for  Je  -  sus,  our  Sav  -  ionr  and  King ;  Sing-ing  for 

2.  Sing  -  ing  for  Je  -  sus,  and  try  -  ing  to  win  Ma  -  uy  to 

3.  Sing-ing  for  Je  -  sus,  our  Shepherd  and  Gnide ;  Sing-ing  tor 

4.  Sing  -  ing  ior  Je  -  sus,  O  sing  -  ing  with  joy  ;  Thns  will  we 


m 


e  love  ;  All  ad  -  o  -  ra  - 

love  him  and  join  in.  the  song ;  Call  -  ing  the  wea  - 

glad  -  ness  of  heart  that  he  gives  ;  Sing  -ing  for  won  - 

praise  him  and  tell  out  his  love;  Till  he  shall  cal] 


-  .  -  ons  -  ly  bring, 
wan  -  der  -  ing  in, 
praise  that  he  died ; 
bright-  er  em-  ploy, 


■  -  s 

Long-ing  to  praise  as  they  praise  him  a-  hove. 
Roll- ing  the  cho  -  rns  of  glad- ness  a- long. 
Sing-ing  for  bless -ing  and  joy  that  he  lives. 
Sing-ing  for  Je  -  sus  for  ev  -  er  a -hove. 


Sing  -  ing,  sing  -  ing,  Singing  for  Jesus  our  Saviour  and  King ; 
Singing  for  Jesus,  singing  for  Jesns, 


>  *  .  ^  ■  J  .  J  J— 1 

Sing  -  ing,  sing  -  ing,  Singing  for  Jesus  our  Saviour  and  King, 
Singing  for  Jesus,  singing  for  Jesus, 


I 


HEAR  THE  SAVIOUR  CALLING.-Concluded. 


Je  -  sus  is  wait  -  -  -  -  ing  to  save  you  to  -  day. 

For  Je- sus  is  wait- ing 


126  COME  TO  THE  SAVIOUR  TO-DAY. 


Charles  Wesley. 


Arr.  by  R.  M.  McIntosh. 


3  Sent  by  my  Lord,  on  you  I  call ; 

The  invitation  is  to  all. 

4  Come  all  the  world  !  come,  sinner,  thou 
All  things  in  Christ  are  ready  now. 

5  Come,  all  ye  souls  by  sin  oppressed, 

Ye  restless  wand’rers  after  rest. 

Copyright,  1895,  by  The  R.  M.  McIntosh  Co. 


6  Ye  poor,  and  mained,  and  halt  and  blind 
In  Christ  a  hearty  welcome  find. 

7  My  message  as  from  God  receive; 

Ye  all  may  come  to  Christ  and  live. 

8  O  let  his  love  your  hearts  constrain, 
Nor  suffer  him  to  die  in  vain. 


133 
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SHALL  WE  ALL  MEET  THERE? 


G.  A.  M.  Geo.  A.  Minor. 


1.  Shall  we  all  meet  there,  in  that  land  of  light,  Our  teachers  and 

2.  Shall  we  all  meet  there,  our  own  dear  band,  A  -  round  the  great 

3.  Shall  we  all  meet  there,  we  are  march-ing  on, —  And  swell  the 


schol  ars  in  robes  of  white?  Shall  we  all  meet  there,  in  that 

throne  in  that  spir  -  it  land  ?  Shall  we  all  meet  there,  in  that 

ranks  of  that  great  white  throng ;  Shall  we  all  meet  there  at  the 


\ 
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land  a  -  hove, 
bet  -  ter  home, 
last  great  day, 

And  sing  with  the 
Where  part-  ings,  and 
To  march  with  the 

 >  >  > 

an  -  gels  their  songs  of  love? 
sor- rows,  and  tears  ne’er  come? 
ransom’d  in  bright  ar-  ray? 

 >  >  > 1 
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SHALL  WE  ALL  MEET  THERE?  Concluded. 


Upl  s' 


I 

With  all  tlie  dear  loved  ones  who’ ve  gone  be-  lore?  Shall  we  all  meet 
And  Je  -  sus  is  beck’ning  us  from  a  -  far  ?  Shall  we  all  meet 
For  whom  we  shall  watch,  but  who  ne’er  will  come?  Shall  we  all  meet 

IV  fe  r>  ^  ^  a  -  -r  r- 


v  v  T~ 


there  ?  by  the  Saviour’s  side,  ♦’or-  e v  -  er  to  dwell  with  the  sane-  ti-  fied  ? 
there?  shall  the  an-  gels  bear  The  news  that  our  Sunday-school  is  all  there  ? 
there?  O,  it  is  ourpray’r  That  Je- sus  will  help  all  to  meet  up  there? 


Shall  we  all  .  .  .  meet  there,  .  .  Shall  we  all  .  .  .  meet  there, 
Shall  we  all  meet  there, meet  there, meet  there,  Shall  we  all  meet  there,  meet  there, 


Shall  we  all.  .  meet  there,  And  dwell  in  that  beauti-ful  land  so  fair? 
Shall  we  all  meet  there, meet  there? 


J  J*m 

p-  f'-f 
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LET  EVERY  HEART  REJOICE. 

R.  M.  McIntosh,  by  par. 


f  Let  ev-’ry  heart  re-joiceand  sing,  Let  cho  -  ral  anthems  rise 
\  Ye  rev’rend  men  and  chil-dren  bring  To  God  your  sac  -  ri  -  fice. 

A  12  , 


Lord  is  good,  the  Lord  is  good,  the  Lord  is '  good  and 

J2 '.JL  1^7-.  .  I  n  A  A2  J3  .7,  I 
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LIVE  FOR  SOMETHING. 


Geo.  A.  Minor. 


1.  Live  for  something;  he  not  i  -  die,  Look  a  -  bout  thee  for  em  -  ploy  ; 

2.  Fold  -  ed  hands  are  ev  -  er  wea- ry,  Self -ish  hearts  are  nev  -  er  gay; 

3.  Scat  -  ter  blessings  in  your  pathway;  Gen- tie  words  and  cheerful  smiles 


Sit  not  down  to  use  -  less  dream-ing, —  La  -  bor  is  the  sweet- est  joy. 
Life  for  thee  has  ma-ny  du-ties — Ac  -  tive  be,  then,  while  you  may. 
Bet  -  ter  are  than  gold  or  sil  -  ver,  With  their  grief-dis  -  pell  -  ing  wiles. 
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134  SAVIOUR  GUIDE  ME. 

R.  M.  McIntosh.  ft.  M.  McIntosh,  Mrs.  Doo. 


1.  Guide  me,  O  my  bless  ed  Sav-iour, Guide  mo  o’er  “life’stroubledse 

2.  tiuard  me,  O  my  bless-ed  Sav-iour,Guardand  guide  me ev-’ry  day; 

3.  Save  me,  O  my  blesa-ed  Sav-iour,  Save  mo  from  temptation’s  pow’ 

4.  When  the  work  of  life  is  end  -  ed,  AH'  thou  hast  on  earth  for  me, 


-  -|S  . 


137  LET  YOUR  LIGHT  SHINE. 


CrtAS.  H.  Gabbiel. 


Chas.  H.  Gabbiee. 


3.  Let  your  light  shine, let  your  light  shine, That  all  the  world  may  see 


Its  glow-ing  rays  perchance  may  bring  Some -wand’rer  to  the,  fold. 
’Twill  show  the  world  you’ re  not  ashamed  Of  Christ,  the  Lamb  of  God. 
Your  works  of  mer-cy  and  of  love.  That  they  may  fol  -  low  thee. 


Chobus. 
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139  SOME  BLESSED  DAY, 
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THERE’S  A  GREAT  DAY  COMING. 


W.  L.  Thompson. 


1.  There’s  a  great  day 

2.  There’s  a  bright  day  i 

3.  There’s  a  sad  day 

3gp|=j= 


W.  L.  Thompson. 


A  great  day  eom-ing,  There’s  a 
A  bright  day  com-ing,  There’s  a 
A  sad  day  com-ing,  There’s  a 

J  I  *  Is  >  > 


Md. 
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great  day  com-ing  by  and  by,  Whenthesaintsand  the  sin-  Dersshalihe 
bright  day  com-ing  by  and  by,  Tut  its  brightness  shall  on  -  ]y  come  to 
sad  day  coming  by  and  by,  When  the  sin-  ner  shall  hear  hisdoom,  “de- 


part- ed  right  and  left;  Are  you  read-y  for  that  day 

those  who  love  the  Lord  ;  Are  you  read-y  for  that  day 

part  I  know  ye  not Are  you  read-y  for  that  day 


Are  you  read  -  y,  are  you  read  -  y.  Are  you  read  -  y  for  the 

&s=§=~ 


judgmentday?  Areyou read-y,  are  you  read  y,  For  the  judgmentday  ? 


143  I  WILL  TRUST  IN  MY  SAVIOUR. 

Hre.  Lotjta  K.  Eogebs.  E.  M.  McIntosh. 


1.  Tho’  the  shadows  gath-er  o’er  my  pathway  here,  And  no  snn  comes  withjoy-ons  ray, 

2.  In  the  temp-est  when  the  winds  around  me  roll.  And  the  thun-ders  my  heart  af-fright, 
-3.  When  theohil-ling  blightof death  i3  on  mybrow,  And  the  earth  pass- es  from  my  view, 


In  the  darkness  not  an  o  -  vil  will  I  fear,  For  my  Sav-iour  is  lead-ing  the  way. 
Sweet-ly  comes  a  lov- ing  whisper  to  my  soul,  Then  the  world  is  allbeau-ty  and  light. 
Sim -ply  trust-ing  in  my  Sav-iour  then, as  now,  He  will  lead  me  inpathsev-er  new. 

■  -r-  -r 
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ONE  WHISPER,  0  FATHER! 

( May  bo  sung  as  a  Mezzo  Soprano  Solo.) 


Kev.  C.  W.  Ray,  D.  D. 


■  P  r 

1.  Our  Fa- ther  in  heav-en,  we  limn- bly  would  pray,  For  those  who  heart- 

2. '  O!  Fa-  ther,  one  whis-per  of  thine  from  a  -  hove,  Shall  vanquishall 

3.  One  whis- per,  6  Fa-ther!  the  grave  seems  so  chill,  Un-helped,0  who 

'  4^ _ .  I  ...J-J- 


shad-  ow  of  death  and  the  grave,  But  thou  art  Al-might  -  y  to 

turn  their  sad  night  in  -  to  day,  And  drive  from  their  skies  the  dark 

wis-  dorn  can  make  no  mis  -  take,  Tho’  kin  -  dred  are  part  -  ed  and 


'  *  i*  f.  pH  I-*!;-- 


com-  fort  and  save;  One.  whis-  per  from  thee,  it  shall  han-ish  their  fears, 
storm-clouds  a-  way;  One  whis-  per,  with  sunshine  shall  light  up  the  gloom, 
heart-strings  may  break ;  The  dearest,  the  pur- est,  in  love  t  1 


145  THEY  WAIT  FOR  US  THERE. 

Rev.  C.  W.  Ray,  D.  D.  Franz  Yolk. 
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146  LEAD  ME,  SAVIOUR. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


m 


Frank  M.  Davis,  by  per. 


v  V  * 

1.  Sav-iour,  lead  me, lest  I  stray, 

2.  Thou,  the  ref-  nge  of  my  soul, 

3.  Sav-iour,leadme,then,at  last, 

-jg-  


Gen-  tly  lead  me  all  the 
When  life’sstormy  billows 
When  the  storm  of  life'  is 


1.  Sav  -  iour,  lead  me,  lest  I  stray,  Gen  -  tly 

%  Thou,  the  ref-ugeof  my  soul,  When  life’s 

3.  Sav  -  iour,  leadme, then, atlast, When  the 


LEAD  ME,  SAVIOUR— Concluded. 


- : - : - ■ — - - - -p —  [  1 - 

stream  of  time,  all  the  way. 
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BETHANY.  6s&4s. 


Mrs.  S.  P.  Adams. 


Lowet.t,  Mason,  by  pet. 


to  thee;  E’en  though  it 
,  all  gone,  Dark  -  ness  he 

3.  mere  ra  »  ap- pear,  Steps  un-  to  heaven;  All  that  thou 

4  Then  with  mywak  -  ingtho’t  sBnghtwith  thy  praise,  Out  of  my 

’  if,  on  joy  -  ful  wing,  Cleav  -  ing  the  sky,  Sun,  moon, and 


1.  Near  -  er,  my  God,  to  thee,  Near - 

2.  Though  like  the  wan  -  der  -  er,  Day  - 

3.  There  let  the  way 


That  rais-eth  me!  Still  all  my  song  shall  he, 

My  rest  a  stone;  Yet,  in  mydreamsl’d  he 

In  mer  -  cy  given ;  An  -  gels  to  beck  -  on  me 
Beth -el  I’ll  raise;  So  by  my  woes  to  he 

Up  -  ward  I  fly,  Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 

r* . 
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SOME  DAY. 


Eben  E.  Rexford. 


Frank  M.  Davis,  by  per. 


t  I  hear  a  song,  a  song  so  sweet,  I  try  all 

2.  Someday  my  jour  -  ney  will  be  done,  Earth  will  be 

3.  Someday  I  say,  con  tent  to  wait,  The  op-’ning 

4.  Whencomesthe  time  for  me  to  go,  The  homeward 


I’ll  sing 
I  shall 
The  dawn 
And  he  will 


■rgjjb 


God  wills  some  day. 
the  face  of  God. 
less  rest  to  me. 


Ciiorus. 


r  ’/  1/  I  I  C  V 

Someday,  somehap  -  py  day  to  be,  My  voice  will  learn  its  mel-o  - 
Some  happy  day,  a day  to  be,  My  voice  will  learn  its 


n 
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SOME  DAY.— Concluded. 
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ly,  .  And  I  shall  sing  the  songs  so  sweet,  Of  rest  and  heav’n,  at  Je-sus’ feet, 
igl-ody,  ^  f  f-f-  »  \ 
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149  JESUS  IS  MINE.  6s&4s. 
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CORONATION.  C.  M. 


t  '  *  * 

1.  All  hail  the  pow’rof  J 

2.  Ye  ehos-en  seed  of  1 

3.  Ye  Gen  -  tile  sin-  ners,  n 

4.  Letev  -’ry  kin-dred,  i 

5.  O  that,  with  yon-  der  s 

1  -  „  -f-  - f-  - 

»  *  T  1 

re  -  sus’name!  Let  an  -  gels  pros-  trate  fall : 

Is-  rael’s  race —  A  rem-nant  weak  and  small, — 
e’er  for  -  get  The  wormwood  and  the  gall: 
ev-  ’ry  tribe  On  this  ter  -  res- trial  ball, 
ia- cred  throng, We  at  his  feet  may  fall, 

r~  i»  -fLjEi-jff:  m 

Bringforth  the  roy  -  al  di  -  a  -  dem,  And  crownhim  Lord  of 
Hail  him,  who  saves  you  by  liisgrace,  And  crown  him  Lord  of 
Go,  spread  your trop-hies  at  his  feet,  And  crownhim  Lord  of 
To  him  all  maj  -  es-  ty  as-cribe,  And  crownhim  Lord  of 
We’ll  join  the  ev  -  er  -  last-  ing  song,  And  crown  him  Lord 


Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al  di  -  a  -  dem,  And  crown  him  Lord 

Hail  him,  who  saves  you  by  his  grace,  And  crown  him  Lord 

Go,  spread  your tro-phies  at  his  feet,  And  crown  him  Lord 
To  him  all  maj,-  es-  ty  as  -cribe,  And  crown  him  Lord 

We’ll  join  the  ev  -  er- lasting  song,  And  crown  him  Lord 

-f-  g-  -g- Mr  : 


151 


1  Jesus,  I  love  thy  charming  name ; 

'Tis  music  to  my  ear  ; 

|| :  Fain  would  I  sound  it  out.  so  loud  :|| 
That  all  the  earth  might  hear. 

2  Yes,  thou  art  precious  to  my  soul, 

My  transport  and  my  trust ; 

|| :  Jewels  to  thee  are  gaudy  toys,  :|| 
And  gold  is  sordid  dust. 


3  All  that  my  ardent  soul  can  wish, 

In  thee  doth  richly  meet ; 

||:  Nor  to  my  eyes  is  light  so  dear,:|| 
Nor  friendship  half  so  sweet. 

4  Thy  grace  shall  dwell  upon  my  heart, 

Aiid  shed  its  fragrance  there — 

|| :  The  noblest  balm  of  all  its  wounds, :|| 
The  cordial  of  its  care. 
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CROWN  HIM. 


SECOND  TUNE. 

Edward  Perron kt.  B.  M.  McTntosh,  Mus.  T)oo. 


1.  All  hail  the  pow’r  of  Je  -  sus’ name!  Let  an  -  gels  prostrate  fall': 

2.  Ye  cho-sen  seed  of  13  -  rael’s  race— A  remnant  weak  and  small— 

3.  Ye  Gen- tile  sin-  ners,  ne’er  for  -  get  The  wormwood  and  the  gall : 

4.  Let  ev-’ry  kin-dred,  ev  - ’ry  tribe  On  this  ter  -  res-  trial  ball, 

6.0  that,  with  yon  - der  sa- cred  throng,  We  at  hia  feet  may  fall ! 


all ;  Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al  dia  -  a-  dem,  And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


ARIEL  C.P.M. 
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C.  Wesley.  Dr.  L.  Mason. 


thirst,  I  faint,  I  die  to  prove  The  great-ness  of  re- deem- ing  love, 

sire  in  vain  its  depths  to  see;  They  can -not  reach  the  mys  -  ter- y, 

love  I  sigh,  for  love  I  pine;  This  on  -  ly  por- tion,  Lord,  be  mine! 

on  -  ly  care,  de  -  light, and  bliss,  My  joy,  my  heav’n  on  earth  be  this, 


The  love  of  Christ  to  me,  The  love  of  Christ  to  me. 

The  length,  the  breadth,  and  height,  The  length,  the  breadth,  and  height. 

Be  mine  this  bet  -  ter  part,  Be  mine  this  bet  -  ter  part  I 

To  hear  the  Bridegroom’s  voice,  To  hear  the  Bride- groom’s  voice '. 

*5  .  ......  J 


ANTIOCH.  C.  M. 
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Isaac  Watts. 


Arr.  from  HANDEL. 

-4' 


1.  Joy  to  the  world, the  Lord  is  come!  Letearth  re-ceive  her  King; 

2.  Joy  to  theearth,  the  Sav-iourreigns!  Let  men  their  songs  em-  ploy; 

3'.  No  more  let  si  us  and  sor-rows  grow, Northornsin- fest  the  ground: 
A.  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace;  And  makes  the  nations  prove 


Let  ev  - 'ry  heart  pre- pare  him  room,  Andheav’nandnaturesmg. 
While  fleldsand  floods,  rocks, hills.and  plaius,  Repeat  the  sounding  joy. 
He  comes  to  make  his  bless-ings  flow,  Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 

The  glo- l  ies  of  his  right-eous-ness,  And  wonders  of  his  love. 


•yj  *  ■'  -  'T 

And  heav’n  and  na-ture  sing,  And  heav’n, and  heav’n  and  na-  ture  smg. 
Re-  peat  the  sounding  joy,  Re  -  peat,  re  -  peat  the  sounding  joy. 

Far  as  the  curse  is  found,  Far  as,  far  as  the  curse  is  found. 

And  wonders  of  his  love,  And  won- ders,won- dera  of  his^love. 


155  O.M,  S.  Medley. 

1  Mortals,  awake,  with  angels  join, 

And  chant  the  solemn  lay  : 
Joyylove,  and  gratitude  combine 
To  hail  th’  auspicious  day. 

2  In  heaven  the  rapt’rous  song  began, 

And  sweet  seraphic  fire 
Through  all  the  shining  legions  ran, 
And  strung  and  tuned  the  lyre. 

3  Swift  through  the  vast  expanse  it  flew, 

And  loud  the  echo  rolled: 

The  theme,  the  song,  the  joy,  was  new 
’Twas  more  than  heaven  could  hold. 


4  Down,  through  the  portals  of  the  sky 

Th’  impetuous  torrent  ran; 

And  angels  flew  with  eager  joy 
To  bear  the  news  to  man. 

5  With  joy  the  chorus  we’ll  repeat, 

“Glory  to  God  on  high  ! 

Good-will  and  peace  are  now  complete: 
Jesus  was  born  to  die.” 

6  .Hail,  Prince  of  life,  for  ever  hail! 

Redeemer,  brother,  friend! 

Though  earth, and  time,  and  life,  shall  fail, 
Thy  praise  shall  never  end, 

j-ei 


156  WHAT  A  FRIEND  WE  HAVE. 


What  a  priv-i-lege  to  car-  ry  Kr  -  ’ry  thing  to  God  in  prayer. 
We  should  nev-er  be  dis-cour -aged,  Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Pre-  cious Saviour, still  oar  ref  -  uge,—  Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 


O,  what  peace  we  oft-en  for  -  feit,  O,  what  needless  pain  we  hear. 
Can  we  find  a  friend  so  faith  -  ful,  Who  will  all  our sor-rows share? 
Do  thy  friends  despise, for  sake  thee?  Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer; 


LENOX.  H.M. 
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Charles  Wesley. 


1.  Blow  ye  the  trumpet, blow,  The  glad- ly  sol-emn  sound;  Let  all  the 

2.  Je  -  sus,  our  greatHigh  Priest, Hath  full  a-tone-mentmade;  Ye  wea  -  ry 

3.  Ex  -  tol  theLambof  God,  The  all  -  a  -  ton-ing  Lamb:  Re-demption 
4;  The  gos- pel  trumpet  hear,  The  news  of  heav’nly  grace;  And, saved  from 

„  ,  „  „   ! J  .r 


,r-tT=F= 


■natiousknow,  Toeafth’s  remotest  bound, The  year  of  ju-bi-lee 
spir-its,  rest;  Ye  mournful  sou  Is,  beglad:  The  year  of  ju-bi-lee 
throughhis blood Throughoutthe  world  proclaim, The  year  of  ju  -  bi-lee 
earth, ap-  pear  Be-foreyourSaviour’sface:  The  year  of  ju  -  hi  -  lee 


rf-L  J|.  J  :  J ,1  Ii  ;  j  Tirj  u  II 

gnrjT .rmu^l 

i 

"  r-r^ 

The  year  of  ju  -  bi-  lee  is  come 

i,  Re-tu 

irn,yeransomedsin  -  ners,  home. 

The  year  of  ju  -  bi-  lee  is  come 

i,  Re-tr 

irn,ye  ransomed  sin  -  ners,  home. 

The  year  of  ju  -  bi- lee  is  come 

s,  Re-tu 

irn,yeransomedsin  -  ners,  home. 

The  year  of  ju  -  bi-  lee  is  come 

!,  Re-tu 
r-f-rj 

trn,yeransomedsin  -  ners,  home. 

‘Ml  1-t-TT 

158  H,  M,  Charles  Wesley. 

1  Arise,  my  soul,  arise, 

Shake  off  thy  guilty  fears; 

The  bleeding  Sacrifice 
In  my  behalf  appears: 

Before  the  throne  my  Surety  stauds, 
My  name  -is  written  on  his  hands. 

2  He  ever  lives  above, 

For  me  to  intercede; 

His  all-redeeming  love, 


His  precious  blood,- to  plead  ; 

His  blood  atoned  for  all  our  race, 

And  sprinkles  now  the  throne  of  grace. 

3  My  God  is  reconciled, 

His  pard’ning  voice  I  hear; 

He  owns  me  for  his  child, 

1  can  no  longer  fear  ; 

With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 

:  And,  “Father,  Abba,  Father,”  cry. 


159  APPROACH. 


Arr.  by  Geo.  A.  Minor. 


Copyright,  1896,  by  The  1 


160  0.  HOW  I  LOVE  JESUS! 


Charles  Wesley.  Ait.  R.  M.  McIntosh. 

\r 

1.  Je-sns  hath  died  that  I  might  live,  Might  live  to  God  a  -  lone; 

2.  Sav-ionr,  I  thank  thee  for  the  grace,  The  gift  nn-speak-a  -  ble: 

3.  My  soul  breaksnut  in  strong  de-sire  The  per  feet  bliss  to  prove; 

4.  Giveme  thy-self:  from  ev  - ’ry  boast,  From  ev  -  ry  wish  set  free; 

5.  Thy  gifts,  a  -  las!  can-not  suf-fiee,  Cu- less  thy-self  be  givin; 
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HEBRON.  L.  M. 


1.  Thus  far  the  Lord  ha3  led  me  on;  Thus  far  his  pow’r  prolongs  my  days; 

2.  Mnchof  my  time  has  run  towaste,  And  I,  per-haps,  am  nearmy  home; 

3.  I  lay  my  bod  -  y  down  to  sleep;  Peace  is  the  pil  -  low  for  my  head; 

4.  Thus,  when  the  night  of  death  shall  come,  My  flesh  shall  rest  be-neath  theground, 


And  ev  -  ’ry  eve-  ningshallmakeknownSome  fresh  me-  mo-  rial  of  his  grace. 
But  he  for- gives  my  fol- lies  past,  And  gives  me  strength  for  days  to  come. 
While  well-  ap-point-  ed  an-  gels  keep  Their  watchful  sta  -  tions  ronnd  my  bed. 
And  wait  thy  voice  to  break  my  tomb,  With  sweetsal-va-  tiou  in  the  sound. 

- • - 2 -  • 


t=F 
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>  'i  r  — 

HURSLEY.  L.M. 


Arr.  by  W.  H.  MoNE. 


1.  Sun  of  my  soul,  thonSaviour  dear,  It  is  not  night  if  thou  be  n — 

2.  When  soft  the  dews  of  kind-ly  sleep  My  wea-ried  eye  -  lids  gen  -  tly  steep, 

3.  A- bide  with  me  from  morn  tilleve,  For  without  thee  I  can- not  live; 

4.  Be  near  to  bless  me  when  I  wake,  Ere  through  the  world  my  way  I  take; 


i.rr^g- 


O  may  no  earth-born  cloud  a-rise  To  hide  thee  from  thy  servant’s  eyes. 

Be  my  last  thought— how  sweet  to  rest  For- ev  -  er  on  my  Saviour’s  breast! 

A-bide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh,  For  without  thee  I  dare  not  die. 

A-bide  with  me  till,  in  thy  love,  I  lose  my-self  in  heaven  a -hove. 


163  DUKE  STREET.  L.  M. 


Such  love, and  meekness  so  - -  - 

The  des-  ert  thy  temp-  tations  knew.Thy  conflict,  and  thy 
Then  God, the  Judge, shall  own  my  name,  A  -  mong  the  foil  w~ 
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RETREAT.  L.  M. 
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Tiros.*  Hastings. 


1.  From  ev  - ’ry  storm-y  wind  that  blows,  From  ev-’ry  swelling  tide  of  woes, 

2.  There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds  The  oil  of  glad-ness  on  ourheads — 

3.  Thereis  a  scene  where  spirits  blend,  Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend  ; 


There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  re-treat;  ’Tis  found  be- neath  the mer-cy-seat. 
A  place  than  all  be-sides  more  sweet ;  It  is  the  blood -bough timercy-seat. 
Though  sundered  far, by  faith  they'meet  A  -  round  one  com-mon  mer-cy-seat. 


4  There,  there  on  eagle  wings  we  soar,  15  O  let  my  hand  forget  her  skill, 

And  sense  and  sin  molest  no  more  ;  My  tongue  be  silent,  cold,  and  still, 

And  heaven  comes  down  our  souls  to  greet,  This  bounding  heart  forget  to  beat, 
And  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat.  1  Ere  I  forget  the  mercy-seat. 


166  *  HAMBURG.  L.  M. 


Chaeles  Wesley.  Arr.  by  Dr.  Lowell  Mason. 


Give  me  thy  meek  and  low-ly  mind,  And  stamp  thine  image  on  my  heart. 
Thecross,  all  stained  with  hallo  wed  blood,  The  la-bor  of  thy  dy-ing  love. 
Bring  near,  bring  near'the  joy- ful  hour,  And  fill  me  with  thy  per-  feet  peace. 


VIRGINIA.  C.M, 


E.  Everett, 


1  When  musing  sor  -  row  weeps  the  past,  And  mourns  the  pres  -  ent  pain, 
2.  ’Tis  not  thatmurm’r-ing  thoughts  a  -  rise,  And  dread  a  fa  -  thei  s  will , 
3  It  is  thatheav’n-born  faith  snr-veys  The  path  thatleads  to  light, 

4.  It  is  thathope  with  ar  -  dor  glows,  To  see  him  <»<•«  h 

5.  O  let  me  wing  my  hal-low’dflight From  earth-born 


'Tis  sweet  to  think  of  peace  at  last,  And  feel  that  death  is  g  • 

'Tis  not  that  meek  sub-  mis-  sion  flies,  {»d  would  riotsuf  -  fer  stiU^ 

And  longs  her  ea  -  gleplumesto  raise.  And  tee  her-  self  g 

Whosedy-  ing  love  no  language  knows  fcuf  -  fi-  cient  art  to  trace. 

Andsoar  a  -  hove  theseclouds  of  night,  My  Saviour’s  bhss  to  share! 


1.  Je-sus!andshallit  ev-er  be,  A  mor-tal  man  ashamedof  thee? 

2.  Ashamed  of  Je-sns!  sooner  far  Let  evening  b  ash  to  o  wn  a  star 

3  Ashamed  of  Je  -  susljustas  soon,  Let  midnight  be  ashamedof  noon. 

4.  Ashamedof  Je  -  sus!  that  dear  friend  On  whom  my  hopes  oi  hear  n  depend  ? 

_J - | — | — o-r73—.-rJ—i 


Ashamed  of  thee,  whom  angelspraise, Whose  glo-ries  shine  thro 
He  sheds  the  beams  of  light  di- vine  O’ertlns  be-mght-ed  smilof  —■ 
’Tis  mid-night  with  my  soul,  till  he,  Bright  Mornmg  Star  tiddarknsss  dee? 
No:  when  I  blush, be  this  my  shame,  That  I  no  more  re  veremsua 


AZMON.  C.M. 
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Isaac  Watts.  *  Arr.  by  L.  Mason. 
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I  BELIEVE.  C.  M. 


J.  E.  Wreford. 


1.  Lord,  I  be-lieve ;  thy  pow’r  I  own;  Thy  “word  I  would  o  -  bey; 

2.  Lord,  I  be-lieve;  but  gloom-y  fears  Sometimes  be- dim  my  sight ; 

3.  Lord,  I  be-lieve;  but  oft,  I  know,  My  faith  is  cold  and  weak: 

4.  Yes,  I  be-lieve:  and  on  -  ly  thou  Canst give  my  soul  re  -  lief: 

,f'f  ■ ». 


Eef. — I  *  do  be-lieve;  I  do  be-  lieve,  That.  Je  -  st 


I  wan-der  com  -  fort  -  less  and  lone,  When  from  thy  truth  I  stray. 

I  look  to  thee  with  pray’ rs  and  tears,  And  cry  for  strength  and  light. 

My  weakness  strengthen,  and  bestow  The  con-  fi-  dence  I  seek. 

Lord,  to  thy  truth  my  spir- it  bow ;  “Help  thou  mine  un- be  -  lief.” 


And  thro’  his  blood,  his  precious  blood,  I 

170 


171  MANOAH.  C.M. 

S  Stennett.  From  Rossini,  by  Greatorex. 


__  _ic  sweetness  sits  enthron’d  Up  -  on  the  Saviour’s  brow ; 
2  No  mor-tal  can  with  him  compare  A- mong  the  sons  of  men; 

'3  He  saw  me  plung’d  in  deep  distress,  And  flew  to  my  re  -  net; 

4*  To  him  I  owe  my  life  and  breath,  And  all  the  joys  I  have; 


m  '  j  |  |  — ' 

His  head  with  radiant  glories  crown’d,  His  lips  with  grace  o’er-flow. 
Fair  -  er  is  he  than  all  the  fair  Who  fill  the  heav’nly  tram. 

he  bore  the  shameful  cross,  And  car-ned  all  my  grief. 

er  death,  And  saves  me  from  the  grave. 


He  makes  me  triumph 


5  To  heaven,  the  place  of  his  abode, 
He  brings  my  weary  feet' ; 
Shows  me  the  glories  of  my  God, 
And  makes  my  joys  complete. 


6  Since  from  thy  bounty  I  receive 
Such  proofs  of  love  divine, 
Had  I  a  thousand  hearts  to  give. 
Lord,  they  should  all  be  thine. 


CROSS  AND  CROWN.  C.  M. 


-V;  J-  -S-  — 

1  ivTust  Te-sus  bear  the  cross  a  -  lone,  And  all  the  world  go  free? 

2  The  con  -  se-  era-  ted  cross  I’ll  bear,  Till  death  shall  set  me  free  , 

3  Up  -  on  the  crystal  pavement,  down  At  Je  -  sus’  pxerc-ed  feet, 

4.  O  precious  cross !  O  glorious  crown  1  O  res  -  ur  -  rec-  tion  day  . 


No  there’s  a  cross  for  ev  -  ’ry  one,  And  there’s  a  cross  for  me. 

And  then  go  home  my  crown  to  wear,  For  there’s  a  crown  for  me. 

With  joy  I’ll  cast  my  gold- en  crown,  And  his  dear  name  re  -  peat 
Ye  angels,  from  the  starscome  down,  And  bear  my  soul  a  -  way. 


NAOMI.  C.  M. 
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Anna  Steele. 


Dr.  Lowell  Mason. 


1.  Fa- ther,  whate’er  of  earth -ly  bliss  Thy  sov-ereigu  will  de  -  nies, 

2.  Give  me  a  calm,  a  thank-  ful  heart, From  ev  -  ’ry  murmur  free; 
3  Let  the  sweet  hope  that  thou  art  mine  My  life  and  death  at  -  tend ; 


thy  throne  of  grace,  Let  this  pe  -  ti  -  tion  rise : 
The  blessings  of  thy  grace  im-  part,  And  make  me  live  to  thee  ; 
Thy  presence  thro’ my  jour-ney  shine,  And  crown  my  journey’s  end. 
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AVON.  C.  M. 


William  Cowper. 


Hugh  Wilson. 


MELODY.  C.M, 
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1  Te-sus  I  love  thy  charming  name;  ’Tis  music  to  my  ®ari  Fain  wouldl 
%  Yes,  thou  art  precious  to  my  soul  ^"o  my 

q  aii  thot  mv  ardent  soul  can  wish, In  thee  doth  richly  meet,  isor  to  y 
4!  Thy  graes shall  dwell  upon  my  heart,  And  shed  its  fragrance  there  euo  es 


did  dust,  And  gold  is  sor  did  dust 


lfghtsci  dear,  Nor  fTiendship  half  so  sweet,  Nor  friendship  half  so 
_ _ ri'i, i;.,i  its  rare.  The  cordial  of  its  - 


balm  of  all  its  wounds, The  cordial  of 


BROWN.  C.M. 
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Charles  Wesley. 


Wm.  B.  Beadbuby. 


1.0  . 

2.  My  gra  -  cions  Mas-  ter  anfl  —  .  , 

3.  Je  -  sus !  the  Name  that  charms  our  fears,  That  bids  our  sor-rows  cease ; 

4.  He  breaks  thepow’r  of  can- celled  sin,  He  sets  the  prisoner  free  ; 


The  glo  -  ries  of  my  God  and  King,  The  triumphs  of  his  grace! 
To  spread  thro’  all  the  earth  a-broad,  The  hon-  ors  of  thy  Name. 
•  ’Tis  mu  -  sic  in  the  sin  -ner’sears,  ’IJs  life,  and  health  and  peace. 
His  blood  can  make  the  foul  -  est  clean  ;  His  blood  a-vailed  for  me. 


5  He  speaks — and,  listening  to  his  voice,  I  6  Hear  him,  ye  deaf ;  his  praise,  ye  dumb, 
New  life  the  dead  receive ;  Your  loosened  tongues  employ ; 

The  mournful,  broken  hearts  rejoice ;  Ye  blind,  behold  your  Saviour  come, 
The  humble  poor  believe.  1  And  leap,  ye  lame,  for  joy  1 
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ARLINGTON.  C.  M. 


ff£=f$&==S=8=&^3E 

’  1.  With  joy  wemed-i  -  tate  the  grace  Of  our  High  Priest  a  -  hove: 

2.  Touched  with  a  sym-  pa  -  thy  with-  in,  He  kuows  our  fee  -  ble  frame  : 

-  ’  tk~  l-'~  TJ - ,.A  «...  strong  cries  and  tears  ; 


His  heart  is  made  of  ten  -  der-ness,  His  how- els  melt  with  love. 
He  knows  whatsore  temp-ta-  tionsmean,  For  he  hath  felt  the  same. 
-  -  -  '•  "  '  fresh  What  ev-’ry  mem -her  hears. 


4  He’ll  never  quench  the  smoking  flax, 
But  raise  it  to  a  flame : 

The  bruised  reed  he  never  breaks, 
Nor  scorns  the  meanest  name. 


15  Then  let  our  humble  faith  address 
His  mercy  and  his  power  :  - 
We  shall  obtain  deliv’ring  grace 
In  the  distressing  hour. 


180  CARROLL  C.  M. 


181  THE  PROMISED  LAND, 

Samuel  Stennett.  Arr.  by  R.  M.  McIntosh. 

1.  On  Jor-dan’s  storin-y  banks  I  stand,  And  cast  a  wish-fnl  eye 

2.  All  o’er  those  wide-ex-  tend-  ed  plains  Shines  one  .e  -  ter  ■  nal  day; 

3.  No  chill  ing  winds  nor  poisonous  breath  Can  reach  that  healthful  shore; 

4.  When  shall  I  reach  that  hap-  py  place,  And  be  for  -  ev  -  er  blest? 


To  Ca  -  naan’s  fair  and  hap  -  py  land,  Where  my  pos-  ses  -  sions  lie. 

I  Thete  God,  the  Sun,  for  -  ev  -  er  reigns,  And  scat- ters  night  a  -  way. 


V  V 

I  am  bound  forthe  promised  land,  .  .  .  Iambound  for  the  promised  laud; 
promised  land, 


*7  r  i  i  t  \/  i 

O,  who  will  come  and  go  with  me,  I  am  bound  for  the  promised  land. 


Copyright,  1885,  by  The  K.  M.  Mclutojh  Co. 
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182  REMEMBRANCE.  C.  M.  (with  chorus-) 


Arr.  R.  M.  McIntosh. 


1  Hail'  sweet-  est,dear-est  tie  that  binds  Our  glow  -  ing  hearts  in  one: 

2  What  though  the  northern  win-  ter  blast  Mayhowl  a- round  your  cot. 

I  *  3  From  Burmah’s shore, from  Af  -  riS’s strand, From  In-dia’s  burning  plain, 

1  No  ling- ’ring  look,  no  part  -  ing  sigh,  Our  fut  -  ure  meet-ing  knows : 


183  McANALLY.  C.  M.  Double. 


Isaac  Watts.  Arr.  by  R.  M.  McIntosh. 


u  "*■  r  ' — - 

While  oth  -  era  fought  to  win  the  prize,  And  sailed  thro’ bloody  seas? 
I’ll  bear  the  toil,  en-dure  the  pain,  Sup-port-  ed  by  thy  word. 
In  robes  of  yict  -  ’ry  thro’  the  skies,  The  glo  -  ry  shall  be  thine. 


AT  THE  CROSS. 


BOYLSTON.  S.M. 
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Timothy  Dwight. 


Dr.  Lowell  Mason. 

■4— 1-  l  -I  » ' 


1.  I  love  thy  king  -  dom,  Lord,  The  house  of  thine  a  -  bode, 

2.  I  love  thy  Church,  O  God!  Her  walls  be  -  fore  tliee  stand, 

3.  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall,  For  her  my  pray’rs  as  -  ceud  ; 

4.  Be  -  yond  my  high  -  est  joy  I  'prize  her  heav’n  -  ly  ways, 


The  Church  our  hless’d  Redeemer  bought  With  his  own  pre  -  cious  blood. 
Dear  as  the  ap  -  pie  of  thine  eye,  And  grav-  en  on  thy  hand. 
To  her  my  cares  and  toils  he  giv’n,  Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 
Her  sweet  commun-ion,  sol-emn  vows,  Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 

— a  , 


-r 


186  DENNIS.  S.  M. 

John  Fawcett.  H.  G.  Naegeli. 


GAVIN.  S.  M. 


188  DEVOTION.  L.  M. 

Old  Southern  Melody. 


A 

fTi 


189  COOKHAM.  7s. 


190  NINETY-FIFTH.  C.  M, 


Isaac  Watts.  Arr.  by  K.  M.  McIktosh,  Mns.  Doc. 


NINETY-FIFTH.  Concluded. 

- 1 


DE  FLEURY.  8s. 


Ti,e  sWd”ebealway8  thus  nigh,’  Have  noth-ing  towish  or 


3  Conteut  with  beholding  his  face. 

My  all  to  his  pleasure  resigned  ; 

No  changes  of  season  or  place 

Would  make  any  change  in  my  mind 
While  blessed  with  a  sense  of  his  love, 
A  palace  a  toy  would  appear ; 

And  prisons  would  palaces  prove 

If  Jesus  would  dwell  with  me  there. 

4  Dear  Lord,  if  indeed,  I  am 

If  thou  art  my  sun  and  my  son„ 
Sav  why  do  I  languish  and  pine  > 

'  And  why  are  my  winters  so  long . 
o  drive  these  dark  clouds  from  my  sky, 

Thv  soul-cheering  presence  restore  , 
Or  take  me  to  thee  np  on  high, 

Where  winterand  clouds  are  no  more 


Tune.— BOYLSTON,  185. 


1  Did  Christ  o’er  sinners  weep, 

And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry? 
Let  floods  of  penitential  grief 
Burst  forth  from  every’eye. 

2  The  Son  of  God  in  tears 

The  wond’ring  angels  see  ! 

Be  thou  astonished,  O  my  soul : 
He  shed  those’ tears  for  thee  1 

3  He  wept  that  we  might  weep  ; 

Each  sin  demands  a  tear  : 

In  heaven  alone  no  sin  is  found, 
And  there’s  no  weeping  there. 


193  ROCK  OF  AGES.  7s.  6  lines. 


194  COME  YE  SINNERS. 


2  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger, 

Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream  ; 

All  the  fitness  he  requireth 
IS  to  feel  your  need  of  him  : 

|| :  This  he  gives  you ; 

’Tls  the  Spirit’s  rising  beam.  :|| 

3  Agonizing  in  the  garden, 

Lo !  your  Maker  prostrate  lies ; 
On  the  bloody  tree  behold  him  ; 


Hear  him  cry  before  he  dies, 

|| It  is  finished  :  ” 

Sinners,  will  not  this  suffice?  :|| 
4  Lo !  the  incarnate  God,  ascended, 
Pleads  the  merit  of  his  blood  ; 
Venture  on  him,  venture  wholly ; 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude : 

|| :  None  but  Jesus 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good.  :|| 
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195  SWEET  HOWIE.  11s. 


196  THE  OTHER  SHORE. 

Mrs.  Maby  O.  Pagb.  Arr.  by  Mrs.  Claba  H.  Scott. 


197  OUR  BONDAGE  IT  SHALL  END, 

1  7  *  Old  Southern  Melody. 


' - -  .  ,  .  An  A  to  Ca-naan  we’ll  re-turn ,  by  and  hy. 

We’ if  go  on,'  we’ll  go  on!  While  the  fier-y  pil  •  lar  moves.  we'U  go-  on. 


3  II:  Through  Mara’s  bitter  streams 
We’U  go  on,  we’ll  go  on,. || 

Though  Baca’s  vale  be  dry, 

And  the  laud  yield  no  supply 
II:  To  a  land  of  corn  and  wine, 

We’ll  go  on,  we’ll  go  on.:|| 

4  II;  And  when  to  Jordan’s  flood. 

We  are  come,  we  are  come,:|l 
Jehovah  rules  the  tide. 

And  the  waters  he’ll  divide, 

||  •  And  the  Tansomed  host  shall  shout, 

We  are  come,  we  are  (tome.  :\ 
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5  || -.Then  friends  shall  meet  again, 

Who  have  loved,  who  have  loved,. || 

Our  embraces  shall  be  sweet 

At  the  dear  Redeemer’s  feet, 

||:  When  we  meet  to  part  no  more, 
Who  have  loved,  who  have  loved.. || 

6  ||:  Then  with  all  the  happy  throng, 

We’ll  rejoice,  we’ll  rejoice,. ,[ 
Shouting  glory  to  our  King. 

Till  the  vaults  of  heaven  shall  ring, 

|| •  And  through  all  eternity, 

We’ll  rejoice,  we’U  rejoice.:|| 


198  REST  FOR  THE  WEARY. 

Samuet.  T.  Harmer.  Arr.  by  R.  M.  McIntosh. 


1.  In  the  Christian’s  home  in  glo-ry,  There  remains  a  land  of  rest: 

2.  He  is  fit  -  ting  up  my  man-sion,  Which  e  -  ter  -  nal-  ly  shallstand, 

3.  Pain  and  sick-ness  ne’er  shall  en-ter,  Grief  nor  woe  my  lot  shall  share, 

4.  Sing,  O  sing,  ye  heirs  of  glo-ry — Shout  your  triumphs  as  ye  go; 

gyg— r-  r-  ^  s 


203  THE  SHELTERING  CROSS. 

H.  Bona li.  H.  B.  Christie. 


wmmm 


1.  Op-press’ d  with  noonday ’s  scorching  heat,  To  yon-derci  _ 7 

2.  Be-neathtliatcross  clear  wa-  ters  burst — A  fount-ain  spark- ling  free’; 

3.  A  stran-ger  here,  I  pitch  my  tent  Be-neaththisspreading  tree; 

a  nv.»  . - -  -  rest- ing  place,  Be- neat,  h  that  cross  I  see: 


Be-neathits  shel-ter  take  my  seat:  No  shade  like  this  for  me. 

And  there  Iquenehmy  des  -  ert  thirst:  No  spring  like  this  for  me. 

Here  shall  my  pil  -  grim  life  be  spent :  No  home  like  this  for  me. 

Heje  I  cast  off  mv  we^  -  ri-  ness :  No  rest  like  this  for 


No  shade  like  this  for 

No  spring  like  this  for 

No  home  like  this  for 

No  rest  like  this  for 


No  shade  like  this  for 
No  spring  like  this  for 
No  home  like  this  for 


Be-neath  its  shel-ter  take  my  seat:  No  shade  like  this  f,. 

And  there  Iquenehmy  des-ert  thirst:  No  springlike  this  for 

Here  shall  my  pil-.  grim  life  be  spent:  No  homelike  this  for 

Here  I  cast  off  my  rvea  -  ri  -  ness :  No  rest  like  this  for  me. 


rePf  if  %  t  fli 


‘mm 
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Samuel  Medley. 


LOVING  KINDNESS.  L.  M. 


American  Melody. 


1.  A- wake  my  soul,  to  joy- ful  lays,  And  sing  my  great  Ee-deemer’s praise, 

2.  He  saw  me  ruin-ed  in  the  fall,  Yet  lov’d  me,  not- withstanding  all; 
""  ’  I’roushostsof  might-y  foes,  Tho’ earth  and  hell  my  way  op-pose, 

in—  -  gloom-y  cloud,  Has  gathered  thick  and  thundered  loud, 


ilhen  trouble,  like  a  gloom- 


l&i 


LOVING  KINDNESS— Concluded. 


on r  REJOICE  AND  BE  GLAD. 

^00  j.  J.  Husband. 

H.  Bonab. 


1.  /e-joice  and  be  glad  :  tta  thttamb  that^asTin,  O’er  death  "S  tri  - 

*  STjrf  be  Had':  for  Z  king  is  on  high;  He  pfoad -eth  for 


ELLESIDE.  8s  &  7s.  Double, 
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1.  Je  -  sus,  X  my  . 

2.  Let  the  world  despi 

3.  Go,  then,  earthly  fai 


3  have  tak-  en,  All  to  leave, and  fol  -  low  thee ; 

and  leaveme — It  has  left  my  Sav-iour  too; 
i  and  treasure,Come,dis-as  -  ter,  scorn  and  pain; 


*  l: 


i 


poor,de-spised,  for  -  sak-en — Thou,  from  hence, my  all  shalt  be. 
D-S. — Yet  how  rich  is  my  con-di-tion — God  andheav’nare  still  my  own! 

Hu-  man  lieartsand  looks  de-ceive  me — Thonart  not,  like  them,  nn-true; 
D.8.—F oes  may  hate  and  friends  may  scorn  me — Show  thy  face, and  all  is  bright. 
In  thy  ser- vice,  pain  is  pleasure ;  With  thy  fav-or,  loss  is  gain. 


D.8. — Storms  may  howl, and  clouds  may  gather,  All  may  work  for  good  to 


mmm 


-  ish  ev-’ryfond  am-bi-tiou,  All  I’vesought and  hoped  and  known: 
st  thy  gra-  ces shall  a  -  dorn  God  of  wis-dom,  love  and  might, 
have  called  thee,  Ab- ba,  Fa-therf  I  have  set  my  heart  on  thee; 


207  THERE  IS  A  FOUNTAIN. 


209  ITALIAN  HYMN.  6s&4s. 

Chaelks  Wesley.  _  F.  Giabdini. 


3  Come,  holy  Comforter, 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear 
In  this  glad  hour : 

Thou  who  almighty  art, 
Now  rule  in  every  heart, 
And  ne’er  from  us  depart. 
Spirit  of  power ! 


4  To  the  great  Oue  and  Three 
Eternal  praises  be 
Hence— evermore ! 

His  sovereign  majesty 
May  we  in  glory  see, 

And  to  eternity 
Love  and  adore. 


210  AMERICA.  6s&4s. 


AMERICA— Concluded. 


211  BOTTOMLEY.  L.  M.  Double. 


213  NETTLETON.  8s&7s.  Double. 


Robert  Robinson.  John  Wyeth. 


2  Here  I  raise  ray  Ebenezer ; 

Hither  by  thy  help  I’m  come ; 
And  I  hope,  by  thy  good  pleasure, 
Safely  to  arrive  at  home : 

Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 
Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God  ; 
He  to  save  my  sonl  from  danger. 
Interposed  his  precious  blood. 


3  O,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 
Daily  I’m  constrained  to  be! 

Let  that  grace,  Lord,  like  a  fetter, 
Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  thee. 
Prone  to  wander.  Lord,  I  feel  it ; 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love  ; 
Here’s  my  heart;  Lord,  take  and  seal  it, 
Seal  it  from  thy  courts  above. 


214  OLIVET.  6s  &  4s. 


Ray  Palmer.  Lowell  Mason. 


1.  My  faith  looks  up  to  thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  Cal  -  v 

■  2.  May  thy  rich  grace  im  -  part  Strength  to  my  faint  -  ii 

3.  While  life’s  dark  maze  I  tread,  And  griefs  a  -  round  n 

4.  Wheu  ends  life’s  transient  dream,  When  death’s  cold,  sul  -  le 

a  -  ry, 

ig  heart, 
le  spread, 
n  stream 

1 

i 

'  i 

/  i  ^ 

Sav  -  i( 

My  zeal  _  _  _ _ 

Be  thou  my  guide  :  Bid  dark-i 
Shall  o’er  me  roll,  Blest  Sav-  i 


Now  hear  "me  while  I  pray,  Take  all  my 
spire ;  As  thou  hast  died  for  me,  O  may  my 
’  Pwl  A  ‘  turn  to  day,  Wipe  sor-  row’s 

then,  in  love,  Fear  and  dis  - 


OLIVET.  Concluded. 


guilt  a -way,  O  let  me  from  this  day  Be  whol  -  ly  thine! 

love  to  thee  Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  he,  A  liv  -  ing  fire  ! 

tears  a  -  way  Nor  let  me  ev  -  er  stray  From  thee  a  -  side, 

trust  re-move;  O,  bear  me  safe  a  -  bove,  A  ran- somed  soul . 


215  MARTYN.  7s.  Double. 


Charles  Wesley. 


2  Other  refuge  have  I  none; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee; 

'  Leave,  ah  !  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  support  and  comfort  me ! 

All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stayed, 

All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring ; 
Cover  my  defenseless  head 
With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 

3  Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want; 

More  than  all  in  thee  I  find; 

Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 
Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 


Just  and  holy  is  thy  Name; 

1  am  all  unrighteousness ; 

Vile  and  full  of  sin  I  am  ; 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

4  Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found, 
I  Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin; 

Let  the  healing  streams  abound, 
Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  of  life  the  Fountain  art; 

Freely  let  me  take  of  thee ; 
Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart, 
Rise  to  all  eternity. 
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PLEYEL’S  HYMN.  7s. 


Charles  Wesley. 


IGNACE  PLEYEL. 


Depth  of  mer  -  cy!  can  there  be  Mer  -  cy  still  reserved  for  me? 
.  I  have  long  withstood  his  grace ;  Long  pro-voked  him  to  his  face; 

Je  -  sus,  an  -  swer  from  a  -  hove  :  Is  not  all  thy  na-  ture  love  ? 
.  Now  in -cline  me  to  re -pent;  Let  me  now  my  fall  la-nient; 


Can  my  God  his  wrath  for  -  bear,  And  the  chief  of  sin-nere  spare? 

Would  not  hear  his  gra-cious  calls  ;  Grieved  him  by  a  thousand  falls. 

Wilt  thou  not  the  wrong  for  -  get?  Lo,  I  fall  be -fore  thy  feet. 

T'““P  '  ly  my  re -volt  de  -  plore;  Weep,  be- lieve,  and  sin  no  more. 


217  HENDON.  7s. 


218  f  LONGDALE.  5s,  6s  &  9s. 


219  SEND  A  BLESSING. 

.  As  sung  by  Hon.  B.  U.  Hardeman,  Treasurer  of  the  State*of  Georgia. 

Arr.  by  R.  M.  McIntosh,  Mus.  Doc. 


The  time  of  such 
i  -  bound,  — 
r—  -  -ise  live, 

My  soul,  don’t  de  -  lay —  He  calls  thee  a  -  way,  Kise,  fol- low  thy 
No  mor- tal  doth  know  What  he  can  be  -  stow,  What  light, strength,  and 
Lo,  on-  ward  I  move  To  a  cit  -  y  above.  None  guess-es  how 

sb.lL -  I  II  ! 


4  Great  spoils  I  shall  win 
From  death,  hell,  and  sin , 

Midst  outward  afflictions  shall  feel  Christ  within; 
And  when  I’m  to  die, 

Receive  me  I’ll  cry, 

For  Jesns  hath  loved  me,  I  cannot  tell  why. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  The  E.  M.  Mclutoih  Co. 


5  But  this  I  do  find, 

We  two  are  so  joined, 

He’ll  not  live  in  glory  and  leave  me  Dehind : 
So  this  is  the  race 
I’m  running  through  grace, 
Henceforth— till  admitted  to  see  my  Lord ’s  face. 


HAPPY  DAY. 


222 

Philip  Doddridge. 


L.  M. 


E.  F.  Rimbault. 


mm 


m 


1  /  o,  hap-  py  day,  that  fixed  my  choice  On  thee,  my  Sav-  iourand  my  God!  1 
‘  l  Wellmaythisglowingheartre-joice,  And  tell  its  rap-turesall  a-broad.  / 

2  f  O,  hap-  py  bond  that  seals  my  vows  To  him  that  mer-  its  all  my  love !  \ 
'  I  Let  cheerful  an-thems  fill  his  house,  While  to  that  sa-  cred  shrine  I  move.  / 


m 


p  Chorus. 


r 

Fine. 


Hap-py  day,  hap-py  day,  When  Je-sus  washed  my  si 
D.8. — Hap-py  day,  hap  -  py  day,  When  Je  -  sus  washed  my  si 

J >  «  „ .  »  ^  *  ,»  * 


m 


3  ’Tis  done,  the  great  transaction’s  done,  I  4  Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart, 

I  am  my  Lord’s  and  he  is  mine ;  Fixed  on  this  blissful  center,  rest; 

He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on,  Here  have  I  found  a  nobler  part, 

Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine.  *  Here  heavenly  pleasures  fill  my  breast. 
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OLD  HUNDRED.  L.  M. 


Claudius  Gondimel. 
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60D  BE  WITH  YOU. 


w.  G.  Tomuk. 


rSSts 

1  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-  gain, 
o'  God  be  with  you  till  wemeeta- gain, 

3.  God  be  with  you  till  wemeeta- gam, 

4.  God  be  with  you  till  wemeeta-  gam, 


By  his  counsels  guide,  uphold  you, 
'Neath  his  wings  protecting  hide  you, 
When  life’s  perils  thick  confound  you. 
Keep  love’s  banner  floating  o’er  you, 

*£££££■&&! 


With  his  sheep  se-cure-ly  fold  you, 
Dai  -  ly  mau-na  still  di  -vide  you, 
Put  his  arms  un-fail-ing  round  you, 
Smitedeath’s  threat’nin^wavebefore  you. 


-  -  T*r  ■. 

God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gam. 
God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain. 
God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gam. 
God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a  gain. 
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